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Ah! Muse, to seize an Ocean or a Sphere, 
To boast thy laurels, drippmg or aflame I — 
Thyself— a drop,, an atom — with a name, 
Belched by no trump on the expectant ear: 
Bash, too, the hand constnuned thee, flying Muse, 
Averse, to wing untravelled heights of bod^ — 
And as the stately Planets march along, 
Snatch from their lips such knowledge they refuse 
To mortal ken:^-or to the Ocean speak. 
As if the Infinite spake by the Sea, 
Truth — ^with an air of so much mystery. 
Still, must our science crouch, as do the weak 
Before the mighty: or to challenge thee. 
Bold argument propounding— to be still—* 
Thou, silent, at presumptbn in a rill, 
Fursmng Light across infinity! 
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POCAHONTAS. 



• »• 



I. 

O PITIFUL enchantment — outward grace! 

Passion still turns to rend herself anew, 
Consumed by her own fires, and finds no place 

To enter* and repose, save in the true, 
The beautiful, the good, that will no form 

To overwhelm the senses, but retire 

Within the heart — in sunshine and, in storm 

To kindle there the heaven of true desire. 
1* 






10 POCAHONTAS. 



Hers, holy loye, less human than divine, 

Accepting kindly all her torturing throes, 
If with her heart-strings she may still entwine 

Fast with her own the heart she early chose 
Heroic wife, who, from the early mom 

Seeks the high noon of loye, and poises there; 
Feels with her offspring her own life reborn. 

Faints — yet has joy a seraph could not spare. 



in. 
Stifle the thought shall leave a stain behind; 
• Crime but reveals the evil that we know ; 
The eagle's wing, not the compelling wiad 

Topples the glacier to the vale below; 
And &om a spark the town to ashes turns. 

So, if a shadow fall across thy fame. 
Or conscious guilt upon thy forehead bums. 
Oceans were vain to purge away thy shame. 



<- ^ k. 
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rv. 
Passion^ whose promise blashes from the cheek, 

Pours from the eye, and softly whispers love, 
Is but the blossom; if the fruit ye seek, 

The vine, with ripened clusters, thrives above. 
Exotic here, frosts wither and winds fade 

The tender plant; but in its native skies 
Desire is not, and love is undecayed, 

The sum of all the heavenly charities. 



V. 

Yet is it true that in a savage heart 

The noble passion slumbers? that a flame 
Pure as the glow a seraph feels may start 

To shame her sister's love, and blaze the fame 
Of Pocahontas, and the state she saved 

From strait, and blood, and famine, by her love? 
Life to the Briton, all his fortunes craved. 

If sent of God, led by a glance, to move 
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VI. 

An Indian maid, with pity or desire. 

Common the head and heart of all the race, 
Common the dream of hope and one the fire, 

To light the eye, to kindle o^er the face. 
Where Nature, will no graces save her own. 

Accepts -as true the modesty of Eve, 
As where Art glosses and avows alone 

A blush for arms, her conquest to achieve. 



I. 
Hail I love of woman, chaste and true, 
Divinely touched, as is the dew 
Distilling softly from the skies, 
To bless the ground whereon it lies ; 
Or touched as incense, to arise, 
Grateful to heaven for sacrifice, 
From the dear altar thou hast laid, 
No curious glance shall e'er invade. 
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Whence prayer, thongh silent, breaks more loud 

Than thunder bursting from the cloud; 

Where tears in silence swiftly flow, 

No ostentation in their woe; 

Where breathes unuttered soft desire, 

Translated, ere its sacred fire, 

Unfanned by passion, must expire; 

Or, stronger than a unicorn. 

The heayenly passion, newly bom, 

Wakes, like a lion in his lair, 

Snuffing, disaster in the air, 

To loved ones sweetly sleeping there. 

Stirs then, O woman, in thy breast, 

Love, wholly human, yet divine. 
Blest, as it makes another blest, 

Heart wholly answering to thine ; 
True to thyself in every clime. 
The same in late and early time, 
Thy forehead, be it white as snow. 
Cheeks with the breaking mom aglow; 
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Or be thy countenance less fair, 
With dusky shadows settled there, 
Thou hast an undivided throne, 
And rulest queen of hearts alone. 

n. 

The Garden envied thy perfume 

Above the odor of its flowers, 
And in thy flight snatched off thy bloom, 

Last trace of heaven to fly its bowers; 
Yet sped enough with thee, to scent 

The desert ages with thy breath, 
To rally life from banishment. 

To wave afar the steps of death. 
Hadst thou cast all behind thee then. 

We had thee now but half restored; 
Thy heart withdrew, to bloom again, 

And love her rare delight afford; 
Thy heart, though sundered heaven of guile, 

A flood of regal charities, 



POCAHONTAS. 

Thy face to heaven returned its smile, 

A broken mirror of the skies, 
Swayed as the tides caress the deep. 

The sluggish ocean of his soul, 
Who gave thee tears enough to weep 

A sea, and it were half the whole. 
With ministries of love profound, 

With hope that hoped his late reform, 
Thou wert aS if a victim bound. 

The prey of fire, the sport of storm, 
Thy torturer knelt before thy feet. 

Or, fewning grimly by thy side. 
How less the lord of Eden meet 

Companion of his charming bride, 
O woman down the ages cast. 

As though of lust thou wert the toy 
That wooed thee first, and scorned thee last. 

Yet half thy heart could not destroy. 
To what a thicket for a fold 

Wert thou, a lamb, by tempests driven ? 



15 



16 POCAHONTAS. 

In what a famace was thy gold 

Set free, to be re-stamped of heaven? 
From what an agony to rise 

And snatch the chaplet from his head. 
Who cast thee soulless from the skies, 

And left thee wounded as for dead ? 
Thou hast a record in thy heart, 

Stamped on thy brow, to stand forever, 
To challenge God to act His part, 

Thy wrongs to blink, to pardon never. 



m. 
Who laid thy throne, and to thy hand 

Committed empire o'er the heart? 
Proved thee by sin to rise and stand 

The eminence of grace thou art ? 
Strung thee by travail to survive 

Thyself in offspring nearer God, 
Bom of thy stripes, and scorn to thrive 

By peace, the blossom of His rod? 
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He saw tkee weep, yet fled afar, 

As if thou wert not still His own, 
Or Md behind a cloud or star, 

And wept thee weeping, quite alone. 
If He return, He shall not weep, 

But in the Lamb surpass the God, 
Shall cast the demon down the steep. 

And wing an angel from a clod — 
Permit thee audience with the skies. 

Above communion thou hast lost. 
Give thee rare fSavor in his eyes, 

"Who would not stop to count the cost, 
As he made hideous with his shame, 
The scroll celestial with thy fame. 



IV. 

Thy throne:— thou art a woman now. 
Diviner by thy faU; and wear 

The crown long fallen from thy brow. 
And gather thy dishevelled hair, 
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Thy frenzied eyes forsake their glare, 
And look the look of Ere, and feel 

Thou second mother of the race, 
Art charged the breach of sin to heal, 

And high in heaven thy record trace. 



V. 

Be thou a child to sweep a chord 

Of heavenly rapture to our ears; 
What shall be loved or what abhorred 

Ours, by thy smiles or by thy tears. 
Thy youth the blush of breaking love, 

Whereon we look and live or die, 
When all the minstrels of the grove. 

Thy song would snatch, and theirs would fly ; 
What now, if lust or bribe constrain 

Thee to betrayal of thy heart ? 
Canst thou be woman, and refrain 

From love, a miracle of ^rt ? 
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I. 

motlier, blush, if round thy child, 
With cheeks of morn, and eyes so mild, 
As if just as an angel smiled, 

She caught the fire, 

Without desire. 
Of his soft eyes on every feature — 
blush, if round so fair a creature, 
The serpent coil, his arts to teach her. 

n. 
The maid has not the child outgrown. 
The rose is but the bud full-blown ; 
She stm is thine-^thihe, not her own, 

As in the past. 

Her arms be cast 
Around thee, mother, fast forever, 
A hold her heart shall sunder qjeyer, 
The treason of thy heart must sever. 
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III. 

The leaf so much absorbs thine eye, 
Dost thou forget, must fade aad die ) 
That what remains is of the sky 
Of rarer grace 

■ 

Than her sweet face ? 
Then, by the heaven you hope of winning, 
Keep her as pure as lifers begloning, 
And, if she fall, be hers the sinning. 



rr. 
Thine ears had tingled, were her name 
Ill-spoken by the lips of fame ; 
Thy heart had burst, stung by her shame ; 

Yet all were due 

To thee untrue. 
Unless thou hast .exhausted teaching, 
And ended precept by beseeching. 
Vainly the angel in her reaching. 
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V. 

Cheap— wotds Bball wound, bat said in jest, 
Dear— the rebuke would leave us blest, 
And scouted love still loyes us best ; 

Such, mother, thine, 

A love divine. 
Profound and boundless as the ocean, 
Its calm, yet wanting its commotion. 
An overflow of Christ^s emotion. 



VI. 

O mother, blush, if thou art bold. 
To barter love for place or gold. 
To yield a warm heart to a cold; 

A mystery 

Of shame in thee 
Thou shalt not wipe out by long praying. 
By frequent alms and penance paying, 
Nor by the soul herself betraying. 
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VII. 

Young heart, wed not, or wed that one 
Whose lore responds to thine alone, 
For weal or woe 'tis nobly done, 
When ye do wed — 
Time shall have fled 
Full swiftly, as your day declining, 
Shall leaye no cause for your repining, 
As love, like wine, goes on refining. 



vm. 
To wed, except as .stars do wed. 
Setting a crown on cither's head, 
To brighten as its light is shed, 
Were to forsake 
The heart, to take 
The aspick as love's true election, 
Or, spuming such a base selection. 
To bear a life for life's correction. 
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IS. 

To wed, except as hearts who wed 
A heaven, though none be overhead, 
And hold it, when all else has fled, 

Were to prefer 

Grey lust, to her, 
Who is desire from lewdness shrinking; 
To rise, when lust^s last flame is sinking. 
Health to the future blithely drinking. 

X. 

To wed domain, to wed a throne. 

His hand, who boasts it half thine own. 

His heart, to thee but darkly known| 

Were with thine eyes 

To see a prize 
Above all worth, by thee accounted. 
Knelt — spumed — ^to wed a miser, mounted. 
Still clutching gold, to pleasure counted. 
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XI. 

Wed, and from feasting to the dancey 

Bid mirth far into day advance, 

And wake, at last roused from thy trance, 

To find the cap 

Has swallowed up 
The bubble on its surface swimming, 
All joy it held for thee a-brimming, 
Joy, ere it sunk, the stars was dimming. 



xn. 
Wed, and be joyous in the less, 
Denote its shadow happiness, 
And feel for lore love's own distress; 

Let such as may 

Cry yea or nay — 
Thou knowest better than all living. 
What hoards of wealth thy heart is giving, 
With what return to thee arriving. 
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Accnrsed gold I accursed lust I 
Like serpents trailing in the dost, 
Fawning, as the old serpent must^ 
t When Eve svept by 

So siulessly; 
Strike, with a fang that .life shall sever, 
These bantlings of the old deceiver. 
Bury them deep, and name them never. 

xrv. 
Enough — enough, and Sax too long, 
The beck, the pledge, of smile and song. 
To cover the advance of wrong. 

As not aware, 

Who lay a snare. 

Entice a guest who comes to tarry. 

Till when the heart beats most unwary, 

Away the pearl of life to carry. 
2 
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XV. 

Too few, too few, the Bconted few, 
Who will to womanhood be trae, 
And sap on ecom for honor due 
To prond dissent 
From blandishment,' 
Against a world their motto flying, 
A world such eminence decrying, 
A world were better for less lying. 



VI. 

Cornelia's jewels sparkle yet; 
So, mother, if thou hast not set 
A son or daughter in thy crown. 
Its proudest jewel, fling it down. 
Thou art no mother, till thy pride 

Leans on thy son, as man's renown, 
Leans on thy daughter as a bride. 

The eminence of womanhood. 
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Or wed, or nestling at thy dde, 

The crown of beautiftil and good ; 
Ko mother — does thy heart most cherish 

Some world beyond the world — ^afiection ; 
Hast floods of tears if that shall perish, 

Yet not an eye for close inspection 
Of this ; to grow as growing old, 
Pfecious, beyond a mass of gold, 
A firmament were yain to hold. 



vn. 
O had Cornelia lived to-day. 
Her jewels then had cast a ray. 
Serene, like that of Washington, 
Angnst, like that of Wellington, 
Benign, a flood of joy to all. 
Provoked to rise above their fall 
Had she a daughter for a gem. 
The choicest in her diadem, 
Not one, but many rays of light 
Had filled the heart , with strange delight, 
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Divine as lifts the cross above 
The bacchanal of Venus' love. 



vni. 

What be thy tresses, soft and fair ? 
What thy red lip, and sparkling eye ? 

Silver outlustres golden hair, 
Lips, with petitions for a sigh, 

Glance pelting shame, lest it come nigh^ 

Mock the illusion known as love. 
These be, O mother, from thy vow 

Its record cast thee from above, 
A halo for a mother's brow. 

To speak the name of mother well, 
Without a lisp ; to feel the glow 
But a true mother's heart shall know. 
Be thine, when thou shalt height attain 
That nothing higher shall remain ; 

Till then, at school, to learn to spell 
A name, if gold, no gold were finer, 
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A name, than whicli, none is diviner, 

Oh ! haste, oh I haste, to speak it well ! 
A mother — were a mother true 

To Nature, we had Eve again; 
Wiser to clench her weakness too. 

One heaven would have, and one to gain : 
A mother— were a mother found 

In all the earth, the skies had bowed 
To her, obeisance to the ground, 

Her, a stray seraph, had avowed. 



IX. 

A vision, we may never see. 
But kindling, gracious, to the lyre — 

Or when much toil, the senses flee, 
. And hearts embrace long-hoped desire — 

Yet, vision, we would ever seek, 
Tho' it shall fly as we pursue, 

And such— be voted mad or weak. 
As breathe— a woman should be true 



80 POCAHONTAS. 

I 

To womanhood :— a feult so stale, 
•fo breathe it— turns a woman pale! 

z. 

Ascend the woman from the maid, 

And sweep a sphere thou hast not yet ; 
And as the charms of nature fade, 

From heayen the flight from Eden get ; 
Get back thy smile, if heayen permit, 

Get back thy grace without a name, 
Grace well may on an angel sit. 

That scouts the throat and eye of fame. 
So hiding all thou art within 

The wife, the mother, sister, child, 
Thy first ascent and last begin, 

Whither man met thee first and smiled. 
Thou art too weak ? thou art so strong 

An angel were no match for thee ; 
And thou hast faith, and hope, and song, 

For strength o^er all infirmity ; 
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Tet of thyself thou art but part, 

Yet but a segment of a sphere ; 
Hast but discoyered half thy heart, 

Half the compassion of thy tear ; 
Yet hast but wept above thy grave, 

Trodden its flowers beneath thy feet ; 
A goddess crowned, yet chained a slave, 

With scarce a heaven for last retreat; 
Command the heavens, and they shall fall, 

With strength to bear thee on, still on, 
With wrath thy cowards to appall, 

With charms enough for graces gone. 



XI. 

On — ^'tis thy mission to precede, 
To follow man ; the lot is thine 

In his thy destiny to read. 
And thou canst make them both divine. 

Have now from Christ thy gonfalon, 
He dipped it in His blood, and rose, 
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Cheers thee as thou dost bear it on,. 

Beserves thee heaven for last repose ; 
. Thine ointment, did not dare His head, 

He yet remembers in the skies, 
Thine eye, that wept him once as dead, 

That followed Him to Paradise, 
Is fixed foreyer on Him there. 

He casts a ray from ont His own, 
He qnite descends to enter where. 

Thy heart, a pulse of His, has shown — 
By Him, reborn as for command. 

Him for thy leader ; high thy crest. 
And in the darkness grasp His hand. 

And weary, slumber on His breast. 
A stench is all remains of him 

Who flayed the land and stormed the sea, 
Dreamed, when all other names grew dim, 

His own should stand by infamy. 
Let thy ambition rise sublime 

As his feU short the aim of man ; 
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Be thine the fhture of all time. 
So thou shalt rise where life began, 

And, perfumed with the gales of heaven, 
And warmed into a seraph^s glow. 
Descending— heaven shall faU below, 
And man thy heart at last shall know, « 
Shall weep a sea for every blow, 

And to the weak the strong be given. 



xn. 
Wifehood — thy crown— what gems that crown! 

Thy girlhood yet must glitter there ; 
Thou shalt not cast the daughter down, 

Sister must shine with ray still rare ; 
But all their beams shall blend in one. 

Like plural hues that make the day. 
Unlike our day soon fagged and done. 

To pour the night intenser ray. 

As all its gems flash on love's eye, 

A ray so constant and so bright, 
2* 
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His lids most close, he shall not fly ; 

Breathes from his heart, light, light, more light 
Yet not alone thy crown for him, 

Thy heart has wed at early mom, 
E^en to his eye its gems were dim, 

No ray to fall on thy first-bom — 
Dim, if it had not brightness too, 

Diffusiye as the light of heaven. 
Him first, next thine, next to God true. 

As for His ministries next given — 
Now shalt thou cry, light, light, to fill 

A firmament ; more light, to show 
Thy heart, its charities distill, 
• And all the woman overfiow ; 

So, thy crown brightens, could no more, 

So, thy heart fills, no more could hold ; 
Art what thou hast not been before. 

Hast been but gold, now, refined gold. 
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xm. 
Thy wifehood waits thee, haste ! oh haste 1 

Adown the ages on swift feet; 
Not a^ confection, rare to taste, 

Not an aroma, simply sweet. 
Not what thou hast been, all thou art, 

In charms, in virtue as in grace, 
The efflorescence of the heart, 

A heaven potential o^er thy fiELCe; 
As in a charity profound 

As is the confluence of all guilt. 
Broad as the curse infests the ground, 

Sublime as lust his couch has built — 
As in a charm ascending clear. 

Like some new planet thwart the sky, 
Celestial to the eye and ear, 

All former heavens to glorify, 
Yet has no name — ^to coin a phrase 

Save some device the heart may speak. 
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And heard, no lip has songs to praise, 

Were to confound by terms too weak, 
That type of primal loyeliness, 

By wrongs torn from thee age on age, 
With Yoice, and smile, and soft caress. 

Permitted thee of lust and rage ; 
Such charm were perfect womanhood. 

Sublimed by suffering, to the height 
Of mother, wife, and maidenhood — 

A firmament of love, a flight 
Of wing, that strikes against the yeil. 

To yield to thee when quite divine^ 
When faith shall cease and sight preyail, 

And more than Eden lost, be thine. 



xrv. 
Have not a fear, O woman true 

To God ; thy cover is His shield. 
If thou shalt fall, shalt perish too. 

Thy grave is a victorious field. 
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So has it been, so must be still. 

Too weak ? thy folly — ^who has more 
Of heart, of courage, and of will, 

Our fallen temple to build o'er ? 
Man ? he had fallen but for thee, 

Another fall, to crown his first ; 
When fled his God, he could not flee 

The fountain from thy heart that burst. 
So to thy task, as if the day 

Had but brief favor of the sun. 
And done thy toil^ to heaven away. 

For proof of what thy love has done. 



' XV. 

Had passed that winter of the ages, 
When nian composed his limbs to sleep. 

Or marched the race by weary stages. 
Athwart the path he could not keep ; 

When as the relict of the man, 
Who wed thee first and hailed thee woman, 
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Thy wifehood secondly began, 

As man was secondly made human. 
Now, by the sCom, and blows, and shame 

Of all thy past, shall he deliver 
Thy heart, and stamp it with his name. 

And mutnal love flow like a river; 
Now by thy smile his lance shall win. 

Now by thy love his love rekindle. 
Break forth thy charms concealed within 

As charms without begin to dwindle ; 
Yet long he lingers in thy smile. 

Dreams of thy charms, and rises stronger. 
Religion frenzy, love half guile, 

And both must purify yet longer ; 
As woman to the valiant knight, 

Returned from holy wars to thee. 
Thou wert his mountain of delight, 

Who kissed thy hand on bended knee ; 
Swore by his own to shield thy blood. 

Defend thine honor with his life, 
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Swore by tlie Virgin and the Rood, 

And honor of a knight, his wife 
Should blush not for a craven lord, 

Nor for a blot upon his fame, 
Kor 'for the sin by her abhorred ; 

Such was thy love, who bore his name 
No knight could dream a deed of shame- 
So did thine empire in the East, 
Sablime the manhood of the race, 

Strength in his arm, thy loye increased. 
Thy smiles shed yalor o'er his face. 

Thy plaudit fell, a shout firom hearen. 
And when thy heart poured forth its tide 

Of love, new life to him was given. 
Who now embraced thee as his bride, 
And all his knighthood grew beside 
The river of thy love alone, 
As chivalry was all thine 'own. 
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XVI. 

And yet thy sway the East confessed 

Long time a baleful planet, near 
The sun^s ascension from his rest, 

What time thy light streamed o^er man^s bier. 
Still there thine empire o^er his breast, 

Is charged with heayen unto his car, 

To cheat his lawless love of fear, 
Who from thine arms still wakes unblest— 
His, and not thine, the shame of lust, 

His, and not thine, he bows its slave. 
His all thine honor licks the dust ; 

Still thine the charm his life must crave, 
Since if he rise, he must by thee. 
So, while he slays thee on his knee. 
Must thou, as by a charm divine, 
Bestore his breast, and with it thine ; 
Yet not till every star grows dim 
Shall dawn a hope of heaven for him. 
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Till by the Cross he casts his shame, 

TiU love, not lust, shall wed thy name- 
When the far Orient shall arise, 

And wait till death for Paradise. 



xvn. 
Yet, but for shadows here and there, 

The elder world is lit by thee ; 
So thy dominion follows where 

The truth shall make a people free, 
As now the charmer of the knight 

Stands forth the angel of the cross, 
And all was dark, in thee is light. 

What was thy gold is now but dross; 
Now, if a throne may boast its power 

To sway the destinies of men, 
Thy boast is when the strong devour, 

Thy love restores the weak again. 
Now, though a king may vaunt his throne 
For his dominion — 'tis thine own ; 
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And let men smile in emwcious strength, 
And langh. to scorn thy snowy arm, 
It flings across all souls a charm, 
From which they fly to yield at length; 
So, when they scoff at thy dark eye, 
As if its terrors none would fly. 
So, when thy lips would plead or win. 
Laugh at the &ith or love within, 
Still shalt thou rule them by a nod, 
And do the work of heaven, for God. 

xvni. 

Where seen, thou wouldst be felt the most, 

Thy presence must be there the least — 

Vice drinks to thee a silent toast. 

Sick of her cheer — ^her song — her feast, 
Her courtezans — ^herself— if thou 

Shalt pass — a blush upon thy brow. 

And after smile— or tear, or tone 

Of soft rebuke, leaye vice alone. 



/ 
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Where the debauch has reached its height, 
If thou conldst stand as still as death, 

A thousand hells must take to flight, 
As bloated Lust shall hold his breath ; 

Shalt thou but enter by the door 
The wretched enter their despair, 

And breathe a bleanng on the poor. 
Thou shalt haye left Christ's presence there 
And bread £rom heayen shall crown thy prayer; 

If thou shalt bring our heayen so near. 

We would the bridal were the bier ; 

If thou shalt smile when we would frown, 

Thine angel cleaye our demon down, 

If thou shalt dash a brother's cup. 

If thou shalt lift a sister up, 

If thou shalt wake the dead to life, 

Shalt magnify the name of wife, 

A mother— if thou art divine, 

A child — and wed two hearts by thine. 

Thy name be written, not in sand. 

But on the palm of God's right hand. 
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XIZ. 

/ 



So, when thy heart leaps out with glee, 
^ As mirth, and dance, and song are heard, 
And laughing hearts confess in thee 

The pleasure every heart has stirred. 
Thine eyes be hallowed light to shame 

The orgies of the night away. 
And virtue snatches for her name 

Thine, when all other names decay. 

Her fame, of all but thee the prey. 

XX. 

All hearts be thine ; so rule thou well, 
And as thou hast, in either hand, 
A charm, to win or to command 
The yielding hearts of all the race. 
And heaven accepts as hers thy face, 

» 

To charm the heart of lust from hell 
To thy obedience, on, press on. 
Till all opposed thy rule be gone ; 
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Thou taught by Buffering to obey. 

By Christ elected to His crown, 
Thy right to nniTersal sway, 

Stands, when all thrones haye toppled down. 

XXI. 

May roses blossom where the thorn 
Had cursed with barrenness the field f 

Then shall a World, as if re-bom, 
Fruit like a virgin planet yield. 

Big with the monarch of the day ; 
Then shall a World that shrunk away 

From the dim vision of old time, 

Rise, bearing fruits of every clime, * 

Girt with the flowers of every zone, 

And like a goddess stand alone. 

Blest, by the setting of ^ the sun, 

A virgin blushing to be won. 

O heart of woman, here as well 

As in the Orient, breathe thy spell, 
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And here hearts brntiBh shaU confess 
A budding, blooming wilderness. 



IsLAim, immortal in tby sons, 

Who swept the lyre and weighed the stars, 
Who thundered empire firom thy guns. 

Yet blessed the footprints of thy wars 
With light delivered from the Cross, 
To count the pagan gain for loss ; 
So thou hast left the East behind. 
In striking fetters from the mind. 
Hast builded well thy common weal 

On equal justice through the land, 
By drawing on thy throne the steel, 

Wheh it would equal laws withstand ; 
So thou hast lifted high thy torch. 

To light the progress of the race; 
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Bnatclied Greece — yet cast behind her Porcli — 

Sublimed — to thread the fields of space. 
To give each star its time and "place, 
And on the soul her likeness trace; 
Hast rifted eyery cloud to scan 
Behind the shadow, still the man ; 
Hast, by entreaty, love, and scorn, 

Persuaded, won, or stung the soul 
To seize her weakness by the horn, 

And in the dust her terrors roll ; 
Hast nerved the soul to scale her height, 

To sound her lowest deeps alone ; 
The sun a symbol for her might. 

And Qod the limit to be known ; 
Hast gathered gain by land and sea, 

Tet strewn as thou hast reaped so well. 
Thou hast a name' for charity, 

That stops with heaven the mouth of hell ; 
And yet thy life has been a storm. 

Thine annals grafted on thy foes. 
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Whose crimes thy forehead still deform, 
Though all the past thy life outgrows. 



zxni. 
What cauldron — seething with what rage, 

What blood— denouncing wrath that fell, 
What blows on blows the iron age 

-Dealt thee — no foe survives to tell; 
What wars — when by the Norman blade 

The valor of thine island fell, 
A miracle by thee essayed, 

Who rose to stand by falling well ; 
What wars — when marshalled to the field 

Thy Roses blushed, or' blanched, or fled, 
As one must win and one must yield, 

And the last Rose perfume its dead ; 
What tempest, scouring o'er the main 

To litter island, cape, ^and coast 
With power, in fleets — and life, in gain. 

Were named with storms thine annals boast ? 
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Isle, thou hast never asked the world 

To seek thee with averted face, 
Tillo^er thy shame her mantle hurled. 

Thou mightest rise and' crave her grace ; 
No foe shall boast thy fears rang out, 

Enough, enough I lest thou wert slain — 
Thy pluck was faithful to the shout, 

" For merry England — charge again 1 " 

XXY. 

Who sits thy throne, and wears thy crown? 

Who sways thy sceptre everywhere ? 
Thy lyre, thy bays, thy sage's gown ? 

Thy psalm, when triumph shakes the air ? 
Who else than Freedom, with an arm , 

Quite bold enough to cleave a star. 
So true to God she may not warm 

Her mettle to the height of war. 

Else were the scheme of heaven ajar ; 
3 
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Yet as a prophet bold to fling 
. Defiance at her foes, and braye, 
Truth to avow as everything, 

And, better than her scorn, a graie ; 
So o'er thy throne breaks forth a light 

To dim the jewels in thy crown. 
Wisdom, to guide thy power aright, 

An arm to cleave thy foemen down, 
It bears thee on from strength to strength. 

It dips thy conquests in the skies. 
And shall be hailed divine at length. 

By all who yet the truth despise. 

XXVI. 

"With Freedom regnant on thy throne, 
Thine age revered, they turn to thee, 

Thy daughters, each a comer-stone 
Wrought in the temple of the free : 

And thou dost smile a prouder smile. 
On these thine offspring, than on them, 
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Who pluck thy skirts, cling to thine isle, 

And tell, applauding, every gem 

Ablaze along thy diadem, 
Yet fear to breast all seas, or rise 
To snatch some conquest from the skies. 



xxvn. 
Such England of a riper time. 

When she shall wear along her brow 
A gem from erery soil and clime, 

A throne without . a rival now ; 
Such England of historic age. 

Voted immortal in the leaf 
That binds the forehead of her sage. 

Green as the laurel of her chief; 
As in a throne to poise the East 

In arms, the confidence of peace. 
Known most by deeds, by vapor least, 

So as clouds fade let her increase. 
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xxvm. 
A sport of Nature left thee, Me, 

A speck upon the Northern Main ; 
Or didst thou have thy Maker's snul^ 

Who bade thee rise and there remain^ 
Long ere the sun had sought his sphere ? 
Isle, thou hast empire in thy breast, 

Beyond all Rome or Carthage won, 
And if thou shalt possess the West, 

And empire there be well b^un. 
And thou shalt wisely hold it long, 
Two worlds be thine, still standing strong. 



XXIX. 

Bbaye, reckless, handsome chevalier. 
Who had for woman's love a tear. 
And o'er her pity for his woe. 
With tender passion feigned to glow.— 
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E'en where the North lures by her charms 

A world she freezes in her arms, 

lion or centanr he had fought, 

'"With victory so dearly bought, 

The gaUant chief had left a name, 

Traced high as yirtne towers o'er shame, 

Yet clipt the pinion of its fame. 

But for a woman's subtle art. 

Him, prompted freedom by her heart. 



Braye, brilliant, genial cheValier, 

Life has no labor so serere, 

No danger so appalling, he 

Shall shun, decline, or strive to flee ; 

If, revelling in that soft clime. 

Where pleasure lives but half her time, 

Yet lives so many lives in one, 

It glows foi^Bver in the sun — 
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He kneels the captive of her kings, 
No triumph to the crescent brings 
The slave, T^ho still to ^oman clings ; 
Now he deals smiles instead of blows, 
As all of woman's heart he knows, 
Well does he know her heart controls 
Heads vamiting woman have no souls, 
Knows he is armed from head to heel, 
Wrapped in a mail of triple steel, 
Who hath her love about him cast. 
And by her smiles, while they shall last. 
Shall conquer thrones — if to the ear 
Of kings her subtlety draws near, 
To make the falsehood truth appear. 



XXXI. 

Like a pent eagle does he rage, 
And dash himself against his cage ? 
Spurn the base task that baser men 
Enjoin his pride ? his courage, then. 
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steals fire from heayen or bane from hell, 

He smites so deadly and so well, 

The wretch, who points him to his task — 

Flies — proud, yet not too proud to ask 

From such compassion as oft led 

His feet to freedom, to be fed. 

As now a woman's heart awakes 

To love, and to her pity takes 

The gallant chief, whose natal star 

Charms from his breast the bolts of war. 



xxxir . 
Such was the man—who caught his smile, 

Or, when his lip persuasion poured, 
Who lingered— lingering, fell, the while— 

And such the chief— hope higher soared, 
As burst the storm and scowled the sky — 

His courage, to full stature rose, 
Inflamed his heart, assured his eye. 
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Ab odds of strength his way oppose — 
Bom, fogitlYe, as light or air, 
Man, of his time — ^the most to dare, 

4 

No fellow— 'half his bays to wear I 

xxxm. 

Behind the mail across his breast, 
The knight of old concealed a charm. 
For strength in battle to his arm. 

And by the emblem on his crest, 

He won for her he loved the best ; 

Not wrath shall slay the Saracen, 
Bnt light a torrent from her eyes, 
Reflecting heaven below the skies 

To him, who then, and only then. 
Saw in the skies above his head 
The sign for which all Christians bled : 

And yet the chief was not a knight, 

His charm was thine, Liberty, 
Who never atmck but for the right. 



J 
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Who nerer, craven, strove to flee 
^ The prowess of an enemy, 
And if in love he took delight, 

He 6ought the fair on bended knee, 

To snatch the spoil fifom victory. 
Now to the West he turns his face, 
The jest or glory of his race— * 

Ventures an unknown world and clime 
To write his record for all time, 
To found an empire by the West, 
The latest, greatest, and the best. 



xxzrv. 
Pair World, reposing on the breast 

Of outspread waters— either hand 
By a prodigious ocean prest, 

The bulwarks of thy mighty land ; 

World, thou must bow before the East, 

Must- feel through her His awful rod, 
3* 
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Who slays the greatest by the least, 

Obey through her the Toice of God, 
Patent from immemorial time, 
For soil outspread through every clime, 
Yield back to Him and to the graye. 
And short remembrance yield a race, 
* God has not stooped by man to save ; 
In which some future age may trace 
The Orient in its swarthy face, 
Lost arts, in cities buried deep. 

Religion, in its sacrifice, 
And from oblivion snatch and keep 
Nations, who erst had trod the skies. 



XXXV. 

still liim, the chief the Muse has 'sung- 
What was he ? brave, yet only brave. 

When life was pleading for a blow, 
No other than her own to save ? 

What was he ? wise— yet but t9 know 
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The springs a master^s hand may touch ? 

How win, and o'er his conquest leer ? 

How to be else than we appear ? 
Not such the man, the chief, not such, 

Base arts like these his soul had stung. 



XXXVI. 

Not heartless was the chevalier, 
And beauty was not all his charm, 
Not all his glory in an arm 

To cut his way forever clear 

Through foes ; not all his boast a name, 

Charged with no folly and no shame, 

And gallantry were half his fame — 
Nature had passed within the veil. 

Wrought to rare beauty by her pains. 
And planted there power to prevail 
With man, when strength were no avail, 

And what of rarer grace remains. 
Nature was lavish in Mb soul 
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Of gifts, to mould the hearts of men, 

Or, lost, to win them back again, 

Of power to breathe the burning thought. 

Till every soul its fire has caught. 

And deeds of deathless fame are wrought: 

His, too, an eye without a lid. 

To cut the brightness of the sun, 
An eye from which no craft is hid,^ 

That smites a wrong ere it be done; 

A mind to comprehend the whole 
Of man's undoing by the strong — 
Pleas, tyranny has urged so long 

To make divine her right appear. 
To visit nations with her stroke. 

And from her victim choke a cheer. 

When God had almost shed a tear, 

« 

And Freedom from the skies had spoke, 
And by a breath all tyrants broke ; 
A mind to see within a mind 
The germ of empire ere it be. 
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And in its boldness leave behind 

Such as for blindness will not see 

The good, and from the eyil flee, 

Still thanking God for tyranny; 
If with an eye to see, a voice 

To hail the' progress of the race, 
A hope t^ niake the heart rejoice ; 
Courage to toil, though none might trace 

A sign of promise in the sky, 
And when disaster pressed so nigh. 

The weak his scheme of empire fly. 
And e^en had to a coming age 

Postponed the work for them to do. 
He rallies weakness not by rage. 
But with the wisdom of the sage. 

And to himself, his Gk)d, is true— 
Endures, imd still endures, when all 

But for his h^art had fled the West, 

Had smiled, if mortal would be blest. 
Where nature would his heart appal. 
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And death, was stretcMng forth his hand 
To scourge a famine-stricken land. 
He rose above adrenture then, 
He dimmed the fame of other men, 

And by a courage in alarms, 
To "which the valor of the field 
Must all her flags and trophies yield. 

His own and after ages charms. 
He came to build, and built so well. 
The building stands, the skill to tell 
Of him who built, or stands to bless 

A thousand ages as they rise. 

With benedictions from the skies. 
Triumphant, o'er the wilderness. 



xxxvn. 
O Freedom, wilt thou cease to roam, 

And, wooed forever, now be wed. 
And make this land thy chosen home, 

And break thy blessing o'er its head ? 
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Thou hadst no wooer in the East, 
With such an eye and such a breast 
As his, who wooes thee by the West, 

Who wooes the last, and hopes the leasts 

The fire of love is in his eye. 
Strength like the sun is in his arm, 

And in his mein such majesty. 
And in his prowess such a charm— 

If thou shalt still his suit despise, 
Look for no other suitor soon. 

But back into thy native skies 
And seek a wooer in the moon. 



xxxvm. 
Vision of Empire — ^yet to be, 
Our eyes are straining after thee— 
Come, ere the patient and the brave 
Sleep side by side within the grave ; 
Come, ere they bid adieu the sun. 
And tell them, dying, they have won ; 
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Not as far off, but even near, 
Bhow them a State without a peer, 
Firm on her base from sea to sea, 
The last conception of the free — 
A thonght—stood up to stand a fact, 

Man-rto himself a man restored, 
A soul — ^a power to think and act, 

A hope — ^the heaven to which it soared, 
A will — confessed without a throne, 
Power fit to rule the world alone: 
Hers, not the little pride of birth 

Age hands to age, or in a crest. 
Or in a lash to fiay the earth, 

Enough, if Freedom's be the West. 



xxnx. 

Seen, as the shameless lie proceeds, 
To blot her firmament of fame, 
As lust on* her would light his shame, 

Her brand their scourge for whom she bleeds. 
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What but a miniature of wrath, 

A fiend accepts his hell to flee ? 
So many storms sweep down her path, 

And one, a shade, had shrank to see. 
As now she pours her -sons along 

The ridge of battle to the charge, 
Her lips celestial with a song, 

A charm to set all fear at laige — 

I. 
On, by your wires, your sons, and brothers, 

On, by His word that stands foreyer, 
On, by the gray hairs 6( your mothers, 

Die dear— but yield— yield nerer— never. 



An hour shall glorify an age. 

An age sublimer than foreyer, 
On, yalor, on I the foe engage, • 

Die thrice — but yield— yield never— neyer. 
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ni. 

Od, for your country, and for God, 
The freedom of the race forever; 

See, mine His smile, see, mine His rod. 
Die God's— but yield— yidd never— neyer. 



XL. 

Seen, as her dead before her lie. 
Torn columns stand, with banners rent, 

Last — ^the won field before her eye, 
Its purchase half a continent. 

Then, as returning from the field 
Without a captive — in her hand 

The plighted faith of such as yield 
Their soil to hers as common land. 

Engraving on her shield the name 
Of field, of him, the gallant son. 
Who led her valor forth, and won, 

And lives or dies the spoil of fame. 
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Him, nothing shall her lips deny, 
From him no boon her hand withhold, 

Who charms a star adown the sky, 
With heaven its lustre to enfold. 

Seen, as she grasps in either hand 
A thunderbolt, to keep the peace 

Of empire through her mighty land. 

For strengh all empires to withstand. 



ZLI. 

Seen, as her days to years increase. 
And millions press about her feet, 
Each bearing all the tribute meet, 
A smile alone her smile to greet. 

Or, as she lends the weak her arm. 
Yet deals the robber first a blow. 

Or wins him over by a charm 
He hates, yet in his breast to glow 

Till freedom shall his heart disarm : 
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Or, as she sweeps mth kindling eye 

Clouds eyerywhere in all the sky, 

Of universal liberty — 
As from her tongue a Hiring flame 

Of yalor fires the slaye — and then 
Another page of glorious fame, 

Charged with the annals of braye men, 
Concludes a tyrants lust and shame. 

ZLn. 
Seen, as she flings her banner out, 

To hail the rising of a star, 
And now another, with a shout. 

As each ascends from peace or war, 
To blaze upon its ample field. 



zun. 
Seen, when her commerce laughs at Tyre, 
And all the winds are fax too few 
To fill her canyass, if they blew ' 



y- 
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A tempest, all too light to drive 
The trade by which her cities thrive, 

She breathing Art, her soul's desire, 
Kow all the winds may to their cave. 
As she more stoutly ploughs the wave, 
Her sails afloat on every sea. 
Her flag the passport of the free, 
Both land and sea confessing steam, 
And all the past — ^gone like a dream, 
Her power beginning now to be, 

As Art her ensign raises higher. 
Now her Queen City waves tie wand 

Of commerce, and from Indian seas. 
From ocean realms on either hand. 

His loins of flame, Art thither flees, 
Aflluent with every land and zone, 
Hers, as toil reaps where she has sown. 
Hers, not to rust of sloth and ease, 
Whose charities perfume the breeze. 
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XLIT. 

Now, when her voice is quite too weak 

To break her blessing o'er her sons, 
And they in vain their greetings speak. 

Her Yoice along the lightning runs. 
And all ^er empire grows so near, 
She hears the farthest freeman's cheer. 
And all her hail of peace may hear. 

Now, when the sinews of her strength 
Are thmiders — from her fleets of war, 
Are lightning — seizing craft afar, 
Are iron— welding into one 
Her States, united— like the sun. 
Trade must these sinews for her own. 
As nature yields to art her throne. 
Trade will the conquest for her gain, 
And with fresh courage girds again, 
To scour the land and search the main. 

So sits a queen confessed at length. 
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XLV. 

Seen, as the Orient lifts her hands 

To heaven, in agonies of prayer, 
The first become the last of lands, 

A blot for beauty once so rare; 
She last ascendant, brave as fair, 

Beflecting freedom back to Greece, 
And Xrom the harvest and the mine, 

Repaying her the arts of peace. 
And wisdom only not divine. 
Yet if the soil fat with the blood 

X)f Greece in her heroic age, 
The soil whereon her arts have stood — 

Greece, in her lyre and in her sage, 
Fled — ^as the shade inmiortal flics 
To true enlargement in the skies: 
If Greece must yet ,be trodden down, 

She mourns her most with plaint and tear, 
She blackens blackest with a* frown. 

As foes would last insult her bier. 



\ 
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XLVI. 

Seen, as is heard afar the knell 
Of death, on rolling to the ear; 
Hers, not to "wait till it comes near, 
A tale of want and woe to tell, 
But casting com upon the sea, 
Bhe wafts it with a prayer to heaven^ 
That, blest as bread to Israel given, 
May ride the offering of the free. 
And vanquish Famine on her knee. 



XLvn. 
Seen, as she stretches forth her hand 

Toward the setting of the sun, 
To feel the bulwarks of her land. 
And findeth gold instead of sand 
Along the shore her valor won, 
Still is not -v^orse than had she none- 
Her wealth her charity begun. 
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XLYIII* 

I 

Seen, as she signals snn and moon, 

Descries some flying orb a&r, 
Or as her glass sweeps down the noon, 

Queries the signs of peace and war: 
Or when her art, by sovereign skill, 

Would lodge its towers against the sky, 
Her science lifts a finger, till 

The shattered clouds before her fly. " 
As labor quickens by his. sweat 

Science with nature still to strive, 
And Art to snatch the conquest yet, 

As peace by spoils of peace would thrive— 
What marvel? as her cities drink 

The lake or river far remote, 
Crystal as quafled along its brink, 

Or« from the rock that Moses smote : 

What marvel ? as, from isle to isle, 

From continent to continent, 
4 
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Her arms disoarding Kature^s smile, 

Craye but from Art hex blandishment ; 
Not— hers who wed the sea of old, 

Of trade and freedom once the seat, 
Who down the waye flung back the gold 

A thousand years laid at her feet. 
That bridal — as, with hand in hand. 

Art leads the lake to wed the sea. 
And for a dowry, half the land 

Yields all the harvests yet to be : 
What maryel ? as ere yet the morn 

Has roused the sun, Art sweeps along 
And laughs the drowsy day to scorn. 

His feet so shod, his neryes so strong; 
What time the sun has courted rest. 
Has dashed the East against the West, 

Cumbrous with life and wealth from far ; 
Laid him upon his mother^s breast, 

Escaped the seas or chance of war, 



\ 
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Who .would a grave where he was bom ; 

Has fled the plague and cast the town, 
Whole, by the mountain, lake, and sea. 

And hurried progress on, to crown 
With oneness, all diversity: 

What marvel? as she sinks her shaft 
Down, down the secrets of the earth. 

And science drinks her draught on draught, 
Tellfl all the ages since its birth, 

And to the hand of art confides 
A power that ever multiplies, 

A power half finished, that derides 
The sloth of all the centuries. 

So, as she won her maiden field 
With crazy gun and battered blade, 

Led by a valor not to yield. 
Till God her shattered files betrayed— 

Now she elects by Art her arms, 
A scourge, a thunderbolt, a storm, 

And by her fleets the East alarms. 
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And War his likeness would transform 
Into the terror of her charms. 



ZLZZ. 

She cries to Art, what yet remains ? 

And Art replies, a hundred-fold 
Thy wealth shall yet exceed thy gains, 

If thou shalt live till thou art old, 
Shalt hold thy way as yet thou hast — 
Then without shadow in the past, 
Thou shalt surpass thyself indeed, 
See either hemisphere, as fireed^ 
And thou, the patron-saint of all, 
Hail man delivered firom his ML 






Sure strength might now proyoke a smile 
Prom Freedom, as her eye sweeps o'er 

The breadth and splendor of the pile 
She builds to stand forevermore — 
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And yet she would not boast a whit, 

Hopes but to fitly wear her power, 
And craves to haye her honors sit 

On her—as bom not to devour, 
And '80 sit regnant but an hour, 

As bom— to stretch her rule so far, 
As peace shall lead her forth, or war 

At one, with her benignant star. 



Seen, scarce an age yet rolled away, 
Seen, not a lock yet turned to gray. 

Her cheek still in its summer bloom, 
The fire unfaded in her eye, 
Her mien as bom to rule or die ; 

Fpr empire still demanding room, 
Though now a continent be hers. 
And many million worshippers — 
If now, as by an earthquake shock. 
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Her mighty land be rent in twain, 
It must be common soil again, 
For she is founded on a rock. 
Rock, not her mountains, not her hills, 
But Truth, a name for Qod, who fills 
And wields her empire as He wills. 



She stands to bear her fortunes meet, 

Baptized of fire— as proved of Qod, 
Her conquest bound beneath her feet, 

One hope His smile, one fear His rod. 
Bhe stands, a vestal, by an oath. 

Bound to keep bright the sacred flame. 
Or by a threat of doom, or both, 

She^ stands, and shall stand on the same, 
An eye that never winks, an ear 

Had snatched a whisper from tho sun, 
A heart so stout, it had no fear. 

For strife a planet had begun ; 



s 
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Or, as a spouse enfolds his bride 
Against the thunder — as his arm 

Shall slay her terrors at her side, 
So . does the heart of Freedom warm 

Toward a land she ioveth well, 

Her smUe a heaven, her frown a hell. 
She stands^she stands, by right divine, 

Stands by the precept of Christ's word, 

Armed with His buckler and His sword, 
And binds her forehead with His sign : 

She stands — stands stronger, by the fall 
Of all that stood before her — stands 
On all the graves of former lands, 

Hers—the immortal life of all. 



79 



I. 



How shall she perish, while her land 

Oceans defend on either hand. 

And guardian mountains o'er it stand ? 
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n. 
How shall Her empire be laid low, 
Unless her strength shall be her foe, 
And she shall deal herself the blow ? 



III. 
She must not fall, while either Sea 
Breaks forth — preserve thy liberty, 
Thou last Intrenchment of the Free. 



IV. 

She mtist not fall while every star 

Descries her blazing crest afar, 

And cheers her on by peace and war. 



V. 

Fall ? never fall, unless her God, 
Stung by libations poured to Pride, 

She, spuming blood poured down His side, 
Shall fly, a shadow, from His rod. 
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VI. . 

How wise— and yet the life of man 
Is scarcely meted out to her, 
Whose youth to age the wise prefer, 

Ab all would learn of her who can. 



vn. 

What wealth— and yet her shores are gold, 
And half her continent a mine, 
And half her wealth of com and wine, 

A thousand years shall leave untold. 

VIII. 

Ere long some voice may cry to 'thee, 
Why dost thou tarry longer there? 
Btretch out thine empire everywhere, 

Where'er a people would be free. 



IX. 



Tet if a voice shall fall from far, 
4* 
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Unless it be the voice of God, 
And He precedes thee with His rod, 
Or thunders from thy conquering car — 



Stop both thine ears — it is thy fall — 
Some voice ascending fierce from hell — 
See, thou art standing strong and well, 

With nothing more if thou hadst aU. 



ZI. 

So bold — and yet no sword she wields, 
She wears no armor o'er her breast, 
She bears no thunder on her crest, 

A Power victorious on all fields. 



XII. 

What more ? — yet Heaven has scarcely laid 
Her comer-stone — though cheer on cheer 
Salute such labors as appear. 

As if her cost had all been paid. 
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XIII. 

What more ?— -and yet so vast the plan, 
Our hearts confess it as we steal 
The future of the common weal, 

Of God the work, and not of man. 



XIV. 

So vast — that not thine eye the plan 
Has seen, by which her columns rise, 
By which her dome shall cleave the skies, 

Thou; but aai under-bidlder— man. 



X7. 

Some age shall hail her crowning stone 
" As laid, and shout it to the skies, 

As if all stars to advertise, 
Truth reigns by God, supreme alone. 
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XVI. 

What more ? — and yet the risiQg sun, 
Long hence, shall gild her topmost tower, 
What more ? — ^and yet her nascent power 

Its onward inarch has just begun. 



Lni. 

Yet all her glory hides its sheen 
Before the torch in her right hand, 
And as it mellows o^er the land. 

She hy its light transfigured seen, 
Cries with a voice all lands may hear, 
" God is acknowledged sovereign here I " 



LIV. 

From lips that erst poured forth a shriek, 
Half impetration, half despair. 

Her foes so strong, her sons so weak, 
Disaster falling everywhere — 
A psalm forever chokes the air. 
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Where bled a wound, she shows a scar 

Across her bosom — from the gore 
Of half her heart a risen star, 

As stars had risen oft before 
From fire and storm to sweep the skies: 

There star on star is rising still, 
And all to higher heavens shall rise, 

And light the vast horizon fill. 
Whence hung a sword— a belt of fire 

Girds her to heaven against her foes; 
Full high her crest, she rears it high'r. 

Her peace and war — sublime repose. — 
Blaze — ^like a beacon-fire at sea, 

Betraying rock, and cape, and shoal, 
Or torch— revealing all of thee— 
So all who near thy ports may see 

A land, of which thou art the soul, 

A land, of every land the whole. 
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I. 

A mantle was not cast on thee 
By some ascendant gone to heaven ; 
The gift to thee direct was given 

Of God— O empress of the free. 



II. 
When she was weary, faint, and worn, 
And both her feet were bleeding sore, 
He pointed Freedom to thy shore, 

r - . • 

And on the midnight stole the mom. 



m. 

He thundered from the nearest star. 
Stand up, O men, and quit ye weU — 
Your track be like the track of hell. 

The cause is heaven's, and so the war. 



IV. 

Freedom surpassed herself that day, 



POCAHONTAS. 87 

For every patriot was a host, 
And each who bled would bleed the most, 
Not one would snatch his life away. 



V. 

For every head rolled in the dust, - 
A thousand sprang from such a seed, 
Enough for Freedom in her need, 

To drive quite home her final thrust 



VI. 

Then, by the setting of the sun, 
No crown was put upon thy head. 
But peace from Qod shone there instead, 

And thy dominioiA was begun. 



vn. 

And thy dominion—may it stand 
Strong, and forever stronger grow — 
A planet sent of God below. 

To b^aze His empire o'er a land I 
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Mother, permissive of the wave — 

Sea-nymoh, what time the Orient bhized 

A fame, the elder world amazed, 

Ere last immortal from her grave — 
Clasp thy young Hope vnthin thine arms, 

Thou wert the last that on her smiled, 

The first that blest her as a child. 

Whose grace a mother's bosom charms. 

O guard her weUr— so fleet of wing, 
So bold of mien— so stout of heart, 
The whole of life, and not a part, 

Of empire naught or everything; 

Cling to her, lest she break thy hold, 
Her promise scarcely seen of thee. 
And thou, beginning to be free, 

Shalt clasp thy knees ere thou art old, 

A comedy of life, instead 
Of life a torrent, that defies 
All wrath and storms, but of the skies, 

And shame for glory bind thy head. 
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LVI. 

Thon, Thou art all— and but for Thee, 
Good God, our freedom were unblest; 

But for TI4ne arm to shield the free, 
But for Thy blessiiig on the West, 

What had we— but a blighted land, 

A nation fallen from the skies? — 
A curse we would not understand, 
As we would still hold fast thy hand. 

And stronger grow and higher rise. 



Lvn. 
Vision, effulgent to the day. 

Ascend, and to the breaking mom, 
As ages hopeless roll away, 

Unveil the ages yet unborn. 
It shall be wine to cheer the faint, . 

As strength to such as near to death 
Would with the patriot crown the saint. 

Bless thee, and yield to heaven their breaiii. 
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Come where the Muse is singing now 
Her song of love, and stand serene, 
With only half thy glory seen, 
Truth for a crown upon thy brow, 
Yet only here and there a gem 
In thy anointed diadem — 
If but the shadow thou dost cast, . 
Fall on their eyes, they shall stand fast. 
And buffet Death — to build for thee 
In their own name, O Liberty I 



LVIII. 

Is there a God ? The fool has said . 
There is no God — ^but naught instead ; 

Yet ere he dies. 

By piteous cries 
For mercy, to the Christ who bled, 
And bore the curse on His own head- 
Bellows the truth, ere he has fled 
To fill a mansion of the dead. 
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LIT. 

There is a Gk>d, the wise avow, 
Not in the amis of death, -but now, 
As life breaks radiant from the brow ; 
His, too, the empires of the earth, 

He rales or oyerrules their thrones, 
Blesses a nation^s straggling birth, 

He gathers all the bleaching bones 
Of such as gave her to the light, 
And she made precious in His sight. 

For all the plitriot^s blood atones. 



LX. 

Ho I Atheist, has the world a name 
For every volume thou hast writ? 

Half lost or blotted, were thy fame 
Obscured or shrunken by a whit ? 

Hast thou a secret in thy breast, 

A charm, to set thy fears at rest, 



/ 
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When thou hast sent thy doubts abroad, 

To curse by man, and challenge God ? 

Then cast it out to follow thine, 

And choke the lie with truth divine. 

When thou dost build — to count the cost 
Of man — invoke an atom's smile — 

To wake, and weep thy labors lost. 
And inly scoff at God the while— - 

This all thy record in the past. 

Thy first delusion and thy last ? 

God— and not Chance :— approach and see 
Him, by an atom, purge a* world, 

Donate it to the brave and free — 
See power against that atom hurled. 

Had sunk the trident of all waves- 
Had shaken Caesar on his throne, 

Had filled for one a thousand graves- 
Yet see that atom build alone. 
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God— sees thy Qod— Hia atom— man, 

Trod, like the mire beneath oar feet, 
Lifts up that atom as God can, 

Bold now a world in arms to meet— 
That atom thunders like a God, 

Now it has risen from its knees, 
Cuts through all foes with rod on rod, 

The complement of Gk>d's decrees. 
See God that atom roll along 

Thro' fire and flood-^thro' smoke and storm. 
Grown vast in volume — now so strong, 

It looks a shadow of His form, 
Or prophet, with His lips of fire. 

From mountain, valley, hill, and glen. 
Sovereign by God till God retire, 

To publish liberty to . men. 
Here — see that atom doomed to die. 
Rise— and the power of hell defy. 
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And what remains aboye the sky — 
Shall God descend — and stand it by. 



LZII. 

O Muse, dost thou forget the chief, 
Who bears an empire in his breast, 
Who would embrace for truth the West, 

And yet an hour were not so brief 

As life^now to the chevalier, 

Unless a woman loiter near 2 

A star must fling her from the skies, 
A billow toss her from the main. 

Or firom the forest she must rise. 
So he may freely breathe iigain. 

Her — ^a new conquest for his eye — 
Hers— not the beauty of the East, 

Of lip and cheek, of smile and sigh. 
Yet all their grace by hers increased. 
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Z. 

Flower—crowmDg some old citadel, 
All its defences rank with dead, 

Not a suryivor left, to tell 
For whom its brave defenders bled — 
Where rolled the storm — a perfume shed. 



II. 

Flower— trampled by the hurrying feet 
Of squadrons burning for the fhiy— 

Its breath o'er all the carnage sweet, 
A prayer — where none are knelt to pray, 
In mid-descent God's wrath to stay. 



in. 
Flower— like an Alpine shrub a-bloom, 

Antithesis of sight and sound, 
A charm to stay the fall of doom, 

Beauty, with terrors thick around — 
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Perfume — where fields of ice return, 
Its soft entreaty hail and snow — 

Love, whose soft smile, the glaciers spurn — 
Yet left — to shame their crash below. 



IV. 



Flower — set to guard its slumbrous dead^ 
Wafting the sullen nightshade, hail^- 

It — flinging poison back, instead 
Of rapture, by the carrier gale — 
For love — must die ere it can fail. 



V. 



Flower — ^in a crevice of the rock, 
Cheered by the ministries of stone, 

Its shield against the tempest^s shock— 
A love — the flower gets for its own, 
All love beside — a love unknown. 
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TI. 

Flower—clambering o'er a withered stem, 
Cast prone, decaying, on the ground, 

A monarch and his diadem — 
Yet all his fellows jeering round 
It—all to prove his kingship found. 



vn. 



Flower-r-shut against the eye of day,' 
To burst with rapture to the night — 

As if the look of man astray 
From heayen, were such a hateful sight- 
It would the darkness more than light. 



vin. 
Flower — ^by the maddening torrent's leap, 

Baptized of wrath to peerless hue, 
By weakness holding to the steep. — 

As wrath raves on to meet its due, 

Half would the same chastisement too. 
5 
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IX. 

Flower — from a seed some bird had cast 
Adown the air in passage flight — 

A rock delivered from the blast, 
Grew— and it filled with new delight, 
The rock— less rugged by its sight. 



X. 

Flower — ^behind curtains of the wood, 
Weeping for dalliance with the 'sun, 

Stretching its vine well nigh a rood, 
And with his smile all but undone. 
Yet its true life but just begun. 

XI. 

Flower — creeping from the river's brink, 
To fly the sport of wind and wave, 

Or brawling storm, its graces shrink 
To face— and sooner would a grave, 
Than Jjreast a storm its life to save. 
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ZII. 

Flower — by some covert on the waste 

A-blush to drought and surging sand — 
A life for him shall kneel to taste 

The life-drop sparkling in its hand — 
Yet has no pilgrim passed that Way, 

Stm it shaU hold for him— still hold— 
A gift — ^lest he yet thither stray, 

Of price — beyond the reach of gold. 

ZIII. 

Flower— aa by -Etna's throat of fire, 

Profuse of fragrance to his wrath. 
As flames ascend, as they retire, 

One smile of sabbath still it hath — 
If it shall quite escape his track, 

Yet hold by root or tendril fast— 
The mountain, fleeing, may look back, 

And, as at flrst, shall smile at last, 

That flower — when uEtna has swept past. 



53541B 
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XIV. 

Flower — clinging to the reaper's blade, 
Lopt — ^bleeding — dying in perfume, 

A smile for him its life betrayed — 
A loye — for which his heart makes room. 



XV. 



Flower — where the scourge of fire had passed, 

As by a miracle unswept — 
The weak the strong surveying last, 

Dust— by a timid cowslip wept. 

XVI. 

Flower— planted by the hand of God, 
Where life had withered but for Him, 

A smile to intercept His rod, 
A glimpse of heaven for vision dim — 
E'en out of hell to heaven a hymn. 
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Lxm. 

Flower — shrinking from an Orient sun, 
And by the sunset drinking dew, 
Enough, though dusky be thy hue 

Since thou hast grace, and art has none. 

So thine a perflime far more rare, 
Than floats about the Georgian maid — 
So thy dark beauty shall not fade, 

When hers is not so passing £sdr. 

"Where didst thou hide a woman's heart. 
How keep the pulse of Nature true 
To heaven—as hell was full in view — 

All hearts but thine of hell a part ? 



Lxrv. 

b Nature — if there fell a stain 
Across thy forehead from the fall, 
A touch of love survives us all 

To almost wash thee white again I 
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Let now a burst of pity start, 
A pulse of love without desire, 
Or the first kindling of the fire 

Of passion in a maiden's heart — 

And thou shalt put away thy frown, 
Love plead above the monster's yell, 
Heaven shall succeed the wrath of hell. 

And life beat stoutly, stricken down. 



LXV. 

Now, to the shame of love, had fled 

A shivering wretch behmd her fears. 
Love not to answering love as wed. 

Love a Divinity appears — 
Love, with her bow arched o'er her tears. 

Now, to the shame of love — ^had stood — 
The victim's shrink had caught — beheld 

His agony — his swoon — ^his blood — 
Yet had not against life rebelled — 
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Loye from the firmament, lights down 
To add a jewel to her crown. 

LXVI. 

Be a stout heart, O Child, and win 

A laurel eyer fresh and green — 
Fame to reyiye, to last begin 

When his thou loyest shall haye been : 
So, as the tomahawk is raised 
To cleaye his forehead — Gk>d be praised I 
If thou shalt shield him from the stroke, 
By thine — ^Powhatan^s heart be broke, 
And his base quarrel end in smoke. 



Lxm. 
Diyine — ^the Indian maiden seems, 
Diyine — ^in her chaste loye— and beams 
Gently on him, who darkly gleams 

With that strange wrath 

A sayage hath ; 
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Till late Powhatan's heart confesses 
Kinship -with ours — and as he blesses 
His child — ^his yictim he caresses. 



LXVlll. 

Then Love, as heaven first blessed it — ^Love, 

Its strength leviathan — a dove 

By gentleness all hearts to move — 

Wrote high its name in modem stoiy 

And bright as ever be its glory, 

When smi, and moon, and stars are hoaiy I 



LXIX. 

Was it the yearning of a child. 
Who may not see an insect die 

Without a shudder— may not fly 
A cry of pain without a sigh ? 

Life in its bud, ere yet a stain 
Falls on the blossom torn the sun, 
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Its leayes unspotted by the rain, 
Kot sbnmk as when the day is done 9 

Loye, touched of heayen, not of desire, 
A loye not long to last, yet all 
Of loye untainted by the fall— . 

Loye to which seraphim aspire ? 

Glows tai the bud unfolds a flower 
And blushes perfume to the air, 
And aU beholders fear its power 

To fill with rapture or despair, 
The heart shall linger longest there— 

Now passion — yet all undefiled ? 



LXX. 

Or was it loye— at first the glow 
Of childhood, touched of friend or foe, 
If either look a look of woe ? 
Soon to grow bolder, as the eye 
Takes to the heart a blush or smile, 
6* 
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Or as the ear draws in a sigh, 
And into passion fades the while — 

As maidenhood steals softly on, 
Has set its blush upon the face, 

And childhood's touch of heayen is gone, 
And woman charms us with her grace? 



LXXT. 

Muse, thou hast neither charm nor spell. 
To snatch the secret from her breast : 

Sing, if at first a child's concern 
Bedeemed the founder of the West, 

Compassion that must loathe and spurn 
The axe, the torture, and the knife — 
Or pity that would lay its own. 

Where wrath had laid a foeman's life. 
Yet when the child a maid had grown, 

She startled— flying first desire. 
And then the struggle to conceal 
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Passion unanswered — foe by fire — 
Though scarce a blush doth all reyeaL 

LXXTT. 

Child of the forest, so thy heart 

Is woman's, and thy nobler part, 

Nor is the subtlety profound 

Of thy dark race within it found, 

Coiled like a serpent there, to sting 

The hand, would holiest offerings bring. 



LXXIU. 

If the first man might raunt his strength. 
His heart of courage, as an eye 
Had almost read the unread sky — 

Ere out of sleep thou wert at length, 
O woman, plighted from his side, 

A smUe— a tear— a heart unknown, 
A grace surpassing grace— his bride— 
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life was but promise — ^not its flower. — 

Him — flying— lost — ^thy love Burvived, 
Clmig faithful to him to this hour, 

Oft as re-bom, by love revived. 
Maid of the forest — ^thou art she, 

Thou hast a remnant of her grace. 
Hast all her heart, she could not flee. 

Thou— the survivor of thy race. 



Lxxrv. 
Nor shalt thou falter at the Fount 
For cleansing sin — thine to recount. 
And by our holy Christian rite. 
Confess for thine the God of Light — 
Give to the winds thy father's creed. 
And for his evil conscience bleed. 



LXXV. 

Now, as the hallowed light of Heaven 
Within thy breast begins to glow. 
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As future life to thee is giyen, 

And better life while here below—' 
Shall the flower £ule and drooping, rue 
The light of Nature ?— or unfold 
Its leaves, and take a deeper hue, 
From softer light and other dew, 

And loads of sweeter breath be rolled 
Along the night and morning air, 
Vocal with thy first chaunt or prayer ? 
So, too, thou art a child no more, 

A maiden blushing like the mom. 
Thine eyes are fire but light before, 

The sayage by the saint is shorn, 

And thou art only forest- bom : 
So thou hast leamed to loye thy foe, 

Tet still art loyely to thy race. 
And all their sayage bosoms glow, 

lit by the goodness of thy face. 
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LXXYI. 

Then did the Pale Face, as he gazed 
On thy dark beauty — struck — amazed, 
When Christ had heightened all thy charms, 
Win thee, and take thee to his arms. 



Lxxvn. 
Not his — for -whose, thy life had stood. 

Had spumed the axe — had snatched it, too- 
Not his for whom thy mantling blood 

Erewhile confessed a passion true — 
Another love, thy hearfc has felt, 

Thy lips haye sworn it by their vow, 
Thine eyes and his with passion melt — 

Thy first love lost or fled thee now. 



I. 
Another love — ^if there may be 

Succession to her crown — whose throne 
She builds as for eternity, 
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And filled — must fill it quite alone. 
Till both as one be oyerthrown. 



II. 

Another loye — if such may bloom 
Above the dust we huddle deep, 

Deep in the graye— and in its room, 
Strange odors lull the heart asleep — 
To wake to smile, and not to weep. 



HI- 

Another loye — ^if that be such. 
Coaxed firom the sequel of delight, 

So rare, it shunned the slightest touch, 
And almost fainted led to light — 
Yet had no symbol for its might. 

IV. 

Another loye — if that may shine, 
May feel at home perched on the crown. 



A 
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Whence all the pride of sea and mine 
Erst poured its light in torrents down- 
A queen confessed, and not a clown. 



Another loye — if such may charm 

The wound to fly and leave no scar- 
Then leaning on another arm, 
Return a love with love at war — 
Forget the sun, to wed a star. 



VI. 

Another love— if such may stand 
As victor on a fallen field, 

Bear off a trophy in her hand. 
Yet must as corse or captive yield 
A blade etherial fire annealed. 
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vn. 

Another loye— if love remain 
A pilgrim by a rifled shrine, 

Escaped— all faith would most retain, 
And faith is left alone divine, 
A branch to die — ^lopped off its vine. 



Tin. 

Another love — ^if that be love, 
The heart still doubts if it be tme, 

Curious of earth— of sky above. 
For its first throb and dearest too— 
A world to know the way it flew. 

iz. 

Another love — if that shall be 
A salve to heal a mortal wound, 

The blood yet oozing from it free, 
As with the fang that made it, bound. 
Life trickles fleet along the groimd. 
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z. 
Another love — if from a cloud 

As does God's promise — love may rise, 
Kestoring hope long disallowed, 

And cleave a heayen to weary eyes, 

As it the cloud so glorifies. 



ZI. 

Another love—if that may fly 
A shadow like a raven's wing, 

Oft as we laugh, flits nearest by, 
Would, as the lips essay to sing, 
Stand— aQd a sly, grim greetmg fling. 

xu. 

Another love— if that may cast 
A weapon — where the heart is set— 

To day each phantom flitting past — 
Or charm — shall make the heart forget, 
E'er lost, or e'er its fellow met. 
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XIII. 

Another love — ^perhaps it may 
Of love a grain sift from the past, 

And for a bride give it away, 
And bind the rite of marriage fast- 
To burst a throb of art at last. 



xnr. 
Another love — ^if hearts may feel 

What time from ashes love ascends, 
Has pilfered what she may not steal, 

A flame — that never once descends, 
To make for love amiss^amends. 



XV. 

Another love — ^yet it may come— 
From lip, and eye soft greeting wave, 

As heart once dead, and lip once dmnb. 
Awake — and life for ashes crave, 
"No past — except to mark its grave. 
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ZTI. 

Another loye — ^yes, it may glow 
With deeper blush — ^with sweeter strain, 

Hail the new passion— oyerflow 
The heart with rapture— and again 
Find joy beyond joy lost, remain. 

XTU. 

Another love— yes, with the beat 
Of its first fervor— with the glow 

Of its first fire ; yet love discreet, 
Love — all yet short of heaven we know. 

We could not straight for heaven forego. 



zvni. 

Another love — yes, it may rise, 
Tenfold an angel, from the dust. 

All, cast it headlong from the skies, 
Beceive without a wound— as must 
A life divine a mortal thrust. 
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xiz. 

Another love — yes, ring the bells, 
Quaff at the bridal rounds of cheer. 

The bride's eye like a charm dispels 
The past— attracts the future near- 
First loye had scarce a laugh so clear. 

LXXViU. 

Life— what is life ? cheat treading cheat — 

Or life— a mountain piled of grains; 
Each grain a chorus to repeat, 

Confusion waits on all our pains. 
Yet when a cloud impends— and we 

Grow blind, compelled beneath its shade, 
We would some other cloud to flee 

Ourselves — to feel our hope betrayed 
Once more: — and so the thiog we do, 

Its fruit confusion — is the thing, 
Our life is courted to pursue — 

And at its close we sigh or sing, 
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Escape from every cheat — to test 
That life, had scorned a cheat— or prize 
Or plague— now challenging our eyes. 



Does a child wed the earth and sky ? 

A psalm of praise to God for life, 
Too tender yet to heaye a sigh. 

To dream a mother is a wife. 
A smile has leaped the Garden wall, 

And lit on her despite the fall. 
A tear-drop stands in either eye 
To weep her mother, lest she die. 
She is the butterfly for wing, 

For sweetness like the breath of mom. 
Beauty, as yet without its sting, 

A burst of laughter for the thorn. 
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Is a maid lovelier than the grace 

Of youth — as rendered into stone? 
And does the canvass blnsh her face, 

Or but the , cheat of art alone ? 
Is she not sweeter than the rose, 
Wafting its tribute to her nose, 
She plucks for envy, lest its glow 
Be deeper than her lips may show. 
It — ^whiter than her breast of snow ? 
Yet had the rose blushed more to see 

Her blush, whose cheeks are tinged with heaven, 
Or its pale charms, her charms would flee, 

Where nature has with nature striven — . 
She dashes every drop of dew. 

Lest by the sparkle of its gem. 
Her cheeks mtist take a deeper hue 

For eyes, her regal diadem — 
The lily in her hand she bears. 

She sees, unenvied, as less fair 
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Such grace than hers, and so she wears 

Its charms where eyes rude glance forbear- 
She it— why envy grace diyine ? 

Why enyious of poor art, her ape ? 

Why take a charm from sea or mine 

A gaud to make the vulgar gape? 

She smiles— for whom or what her smile t 

For nature, smiling back her glee? 
For birds as free as she from guile ? 

For One whose eye she would not flee. 
Do not her eyes confess by tears, 

A pleasure simulating grief, 
When days are magnified to years, 

And years are wept, their stay so brief? 
Whence is her blush— her smile^-her eye ? 

A visitant from Heaven may tell — 
Look— but with trembling, lest they fly, 

Soft-^a rude glance, and gone the spell. 
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The song she trills is not for thee, 

Thine ears have snatched it .from the mom: 
Hie hence !— thy shadow she shall flee, 

To her thy love were as thy scorn — 
Fled — ^if thy lingering she shall hear— 

With deepening blush, by step and bound 
Of fleet gazelle — ^her feet shall clear 

Thy presence, for the shade profound. 

Lxxxn. 
Tet free her heart as any breeze. 
Toying the day with flowers and trees ; 
Love yet a secret, or a dream 

Wed to her slumbers— to the day 
All things she loves — for all things seem 

To smile her joyous life away. 
Grief has not even touched her eye, 

The smile of childhood yet remains. 

Her innocence too — nearer by. 

Than when her heart to guile attains — 
6 
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Visions bad huiried back to air, 
Struck by a loyeliBCss so rare. 
A tnrtle-dove sball woo in yain 

Her heart yet wedded to the skies — 
Full soon a tie to burst in twain, 

_ ♦ 

When loye to her shall incense rise. 



TiXXXIIl. 

Loye ? — she is filial— so her heart 

Is set a mirror for the eye 
Of one, who must with horror start, 

If cross it but a shadow fiy. 
No grief— no joy, will she — to hide 

From that confessor — ^whose. her life ; 
So in her heart shall she abide 

Whose tears baptize her soon a wife. 
Loye ? — to a brother hers shall moye — 

Has he a grief is not her own ? 
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She to his rage returns her love — 

So, be the tempest overblown, 

That it has been, shall ne'er be known. 
Yet later, and, O Muse, thy song 

Were like our art, . would kindle skies 
With shadows — ^loye has grown so strong, 

Qrown to a likeness art defies. 



LXXXIV. 

So she has dreams, and in her dreams, 

Joy to outlustre joy by day. 
Worlds to eclipse the world that seems. 

Touched by a more etherial ray. 
O Muse, if thou couldst enter in 

Her bosom, as she wooes repose, 
• * Shake from thy skirts all dust of sin, 
• So not a cloud to heaven oppose. 
Thy revelation were not song — 

E'en didst thou seize the pencil too. 
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Both lyre and canvass liad done^ wrong 
To her true vision of the True— 

If ever God breaks on the soul, 
Must be ere sin has spun her veil, 

Be while He is of "life the whole — 
Ere • He retire— and clouds prevail. 



LXXXV. 

Beauty, scarcely even lent, 

Kissed in the bud — ^bewailed so soon — 
Thy sheen, when past the firmament, 

Outdazzles hers, as hers the noon : 
And thou must thither haste anon. 

Yet in thy flight, O cast behind * 

A charm for grace, its shadow gone — 

Beauty thrice charming, thrice refined. 

And quite immortal as the mind. 
That whoso wooes her now — may see. 

As fade her charms, her heart ascend. 
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Restore her cheek — relume her ee. 
Her modesty with heayen defend. 



So the flower opens to the sun, 

Emitting perfume — to the eye 
Fair as the bud— as one by one 

All hearts confess it in a sigh — 
What charm has kindled all her charms, 

As now her eye returns thy glance. 
Her heart, surprised of passion, warms. 

And love is challenged to advance ? 



LXXXVIi. 

Beware— thy soft approach is now 
No terror to her h^rt or eye, 

A blush may flit across her brow, 
Her heart may even heave a sigh, 



n 
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Yet she may love— or love thee not, 

And thou love on, of her forgot. 

Beware — thy heart may be thine own, 
Or may be wedded quite to fame, 
Or to the pride of wealth or name, 

Tet all thy heart be hers alone. 

Or if some other heart has hid 
Thine own within itself, and sleeps. 
To dream thine eye its vigil keeps, 

And waves t}ff slumber from its lid, 

By tender glimpses of her charms, 

As if soft nestling in thine arms. 

And thou hast hid that heart in thine, 

Hast plighted troth, and would the day 
Had come-— when both shall be as one — 

Beware — lest thy weak heart may stray 
From its firm troth, and be undone— 
Thy love may not be hers — divine. 
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« 

LXXXViU. 

Now is the maiden like the chief 

Who tells the* battles he has won; 

Tet all his battles seem as none. 
Though every conquest be a leaf 

To bind his ^^^ow — he weeps — ^undone 
For Taster conquests — ^hailed afar, 
The pledge of his yictorious star. 



LXXXIX. 

Haye thou, O Muse, a care— Not hers 
To slay when knelt her worshippers, 
Not hers to charm some heart along 
By blush and sigh, by smile and song, 
And late to bid it cold adieu, 
As were its pangs to beauty due- 
She — but a conqueror at play. 

Her shield a tear — her lance an eye, 
Tet for the wounded in the fray, 

Her heart demands to bleed or die — 
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Soon on her cheek a deeper glow 

Shall fall from heaven, and from her eye 
Light soft, yet like a torrent flow, 

As she all hearts but one shall fly — 
'Twas but the maiden^s flrst escape 

From love a dream, to love a sense. 
Enamored of herself— in shape 

A sex below her innocence — 
A sex above her sex to rise 

In strength, to conquer sea and land, 
In soul, the soul to understand — 

Hers— all, related to the skies. 



xc. 
Is the world less than the flrst sigh. 
Than the flrst answer of an eye 
To him who loves? — and if a tear, 

Speak the excess of blush and smile, 
Of glance and sigh — ^were heaven too dear 

For such a joy — ^his, all the while ? 
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XCI. 

To give one pulse and have return 
A thousand-fold of like delight, 
To swell the heart, to cheer the sight, 
Is not a trick of art to learn — 
For woman's heart is prompt to give 
All love may challenge — or receive — 
And 'tis man's heart her heart to grieve. 
By doubting when he should believe, 
And ever holding in reserve, 

Love— her strong love had challenged now, 
As if she did enough deserve 
To keep the shadows from her brow, 
And that fulfilled the marriage vow — 
More pains to love, O man, and feel 
Thy heart grow vast to hold a sea. 
And stay the tide be thy appeal. 
As woman metes her love to thee. 
6* 
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xcn. 
Go in thy heart, with lamp in hand — 

As passing by each chamber door, 
Flash light within — of all demand 

Therein, to dare the light once more. 
One chamber is as dark and di^ear, 

As' be the passions skulking there, 
There send a baU, flirust^ in a spear, 
. Slay every inmate unaware — 
Where in some chamber thou hast hid 

Selectest love for child and wife. 
Search well — some phantom may have slid 

Therein, the bane of all thy life; 
Is, too, so subtle to the touch. 

Is, too, so viewless to the eye. 
Light from God's eye, if thou hast such. 

Hast, too, His hand when it would fly, 
Thou art well armed for such a * foe. 
And thou shalt lay that passion low. 
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It may be lost for gold — or be 

Ambition, or the lure of Fame, 
Some airy band to throttle thee, 

Some pulse to set a blush of shame 
Upon thy forehead, when the glow 

Of early lore restores her face. 
Who is thy heart thou wilt not know — 

Known — for her love thou hadst not 'i^lace. 
Shame on thee — if thou hast no room 

For her to bloom within thy heart. 
All shame had fled her vast perfume — 

Thou, too, wert not the man thou art. 
Shame on thee— careless to return 

Thy child's caress at eye and mom. 
All, cast both out, till thou shalt spurn, 

No other child to thee be bom. 



xcm. 
Dost smile ? — shame on thee — rather weep 
O'er all thy bosom must defile — 
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Have nights of agony for sleep, 

Till what is holy, what is vile 
Stands forth by contrast to thine eye, 

And thou art bold enough to bind 
One to thy heart ere it shall fly. 

And cast the other^s corse behind. 
The Muse is curious of thy boast — 

Be jt of rank, of wealth, of fame ? 
What is the fault thou loyest most ? 

Whence dost thou have it ? from thy vow ? 
What plea to find it in thy wife ? 

She never loved thee more than now, 
Was ne'er tmfaithful in her life. 
Thou hast no shield — ^all thou canst do 

Is but j;o skulk behind a lie — 
Wouldst thou be false, since she is true, 

So safelier hide thy infamy ? 
E'en hast thou kept thy vow — a stain 

Less horrid than from faithless love, 



POOAHOITTAS. 133 

Falls on thee, ever to remain, 
Till thou hast reached a wide remoye 

From the gross care, consumes as fire, 
All, sweetens life, and beckons death 

To meet thee midway thy desire. 
When love regretful, craves but breath, 
To falter words the Wise Man saith. 



xcrv. 
So woman, too, in thy true heart, 

Evil glides subtly like a thief, 
And when thy love a tear would start, 

Anger, a-growl, displaces grief. 
The serpent striking at thy heel. 

Trails after thee— his quarry yet, 
And thou dost oft his venom feel. 

When wrath and love in thee are met. 
As when a lion spies a lamb 
On some wide stretch of flower and balm, 
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The monster, as he crams his maw, 

Shrieks blood — so^ oft thine eyes confess 
A tempest, for the calm we saw — 

A trimnph o^er the Iambus distress. 
Query thy heart with tenfold light, 

Since it is doubly shut from day. 
Is doubly drear where falls the night. 

If bright as heaven with heaven's own ray- 
Confront thine evil, not in form 

A lion prowling o'er the plain. 
Skies pelting nature with a storm — 

A phantom with a swelling train. 
Chameleon-tinted — at a beck 

"To squat where'er a passion sits. 

To take its guise — ^by starts and fits 
Its gale, its port, but last its wreck. 
Bold — seize the phantom, though its eyes 
Glare as did his, thrust down the skies 
Combustion then, combustion still — 

Seize it and strangle in its den 
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The monster thou shalt hardly kill, 

But wound with stripe on stripe again, 
As it shall like a mentor rise, 

To teach thy fears, how they do well, 
Love proved by love — ^to doubt, despise — 

Let jealous rage a tempest swell. 

Burst, and diminish types from hell. 
Yet if thy doubt stand on a rock. 

Be not the fault of too much love : 
Be thou « tempest — by its shock 

Assure the heart essays to rove — 
Would other covert than thy breast. 
All love but thine must be unblest — 
So love dilating to her height. 

In every regal vestment clad, 
That^ heart attracted by the sight, 

Shall wiser turn to thee — though sad, 

A safer hearir—Heart neyer had* 
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XCV. 

So woman — by thy leave— hast thou 

Full often eaten bitter bread, 
And charged it to a shaken tow. 

While a true heart most wronged, has bled, 

Bore public scorn in thy own stead- 
What mother tells her fingers oft 

To prove how many babes be hers ? 
What wife shall hold her heart aloft 

A shrine for plural worshippers ? 
And yet, O woman — by thy leave — 

Thy babes do oft forget thy voice, 
So strange thy look, they start or grieve. 

Thou near — thou absent — they rejoice ; — 
Wherefore ? no answer ? then have mine — 
Thou hast a love betraying thine. 
S9 too, O woman— craved thy grace — 

Ofttimes a true heart seeks in vain. 
In heart, in voice, in trustful face, 

A love without reserve, or stain 
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Of traant gossip with a heart 
Not thine—nor of thy vow a part. 
Dispel the cloud of phantoms — see 

As in a mirror — ^purged — thy heart — 
Dost all bat from the shadow flee, 

So rare, so wonderful, thou art ? 
Dear woman — now what heart be thine, 
Has for its fellow, one divine. 

xcvi. 
Household or heaven — or both as one. 

Vision of husband, children, wife. 
Assembled when the day is done. 

As lofty or as loT^ly life 
Wafts clouds of incense from its hearth, 

Praise to the Giver of all good, 

« 

And childhood folds the tender birth, 

As it, by weakness understood 
How fragile, life— to wistful sire 

Commits its chaige— or to her kiss, 



1 
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A mother^s, yields withheld desire, 

Caress the babe ne^er seeks amiss? 
Ere handed to the nurse^s arms, 

Ere kissed a farewell for the night — 
Have for sere life, its budding charms, 

Feel one bold throb of tme delight 
Begone — ^the dast of daily toil. 

Begone — ^the day has hoarded gold — 
Welcome no robber to despoil 

That home, and leave its hearthstone cold. 



xcvn. 
Is a bride &ir before her vow. 

And quite an angel, less the skies f 
As all the jewels round her brow. 

Shrink from the lustre of her eyes, 
And as a smile breaks o'er her face. 

Or as her laugh rings out so clear, 
What shall He most admire ? her grace ? 

Crave most ? her whisper in his ear ? 



POCAHONTAS. 139 

What shall He love the most ? her charms I 
Her beauty ? or is this a veil 

To hide such treasures of his heart, 
As neyer fade, as shall not fail 

When death at last^ thrusts home his dart — 
Heaven last, to wait Him in her arms ? 
Is a bride sweet ere she is wed, 

The oraDge blooming oV her train, 
Flowers breathing odors round her head 

At strife with her sweet breath in vain ? 
Has she a censer in her hand, 

And as she swings it, does the air 

Breathe sweetness round her everywhere, 
Shall make Him kneel at her command 
Him — of her heart— floon all her own! 



xcvni. 
But wedded, is she not divine ? 
Scarce half her beauty seen before, 



1 
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And half the Bweetness in the yine, 
Till it has wound its column o^er — 
Fast, to be shaken neyermore t 
Heart, lip, and cheek confess his name — 
So, if her eyes be still the same, 

Is it not hearen he sees within ? ' 
And gone her beauty — ^were not loss, 
If her fine gold remain for dross: 

Let all he sought erewhile to win 
Now fade a shadow from his eye — 
To win the woman, he could die. 
What was but passion in the maid. 

Is strong affection in the wife — 
What was her beauty, now may fade, • 
And leave him all the charm of life, 
Him~with her heart— all his alone. 



xcix. 
What of the field by valor won ? 
Of fame — ^her glare, her eye, her ear ? 
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Of goldy the moth^s ere ours begun ? 

All flies na fast as we draw near ? 
It were the sighing of a leaf, 

Or breeze to sway the gossamer, 
Its corse were buried without grief, 

Its promise waved a swift adieu, 
For ampler room were left behind 

For love to bloom and fruit anew — 
Thrice proved, thrice tender, thrice refined, 

More heart, less passion, more divine — 

Hast a fall heart, O Heart — if thine. 



c. 

What is life worth, death at the door ? 

What it will fetch in heaven or hell — 
What 18 life worth to rich or poor, 

When hearts beat stout and death repel, 

And to the eye all seemeth well ? 
Worth, then, the current coin of trade ? 

Broad lands, that far outstretch the eye ? 
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The fame a thousand lives hare made 9 

The power we seize, and then would fly t 
Fling all the world into the scales, 

And the small dust that there remains, 
When the world topples out or fiuls, 

Bulk beyond all the world attains — 
Dust like the dust beneath our feet, 

A thousand violets we tread. 
Till trodden most, they yield most sweet. 

Perfume our lives, and bless us dead — 
Is the rose sweeter on the waste. 

Than as it blooms beside the wall ? 
Is water sweeter to the taste. 

Where clouds drift o^er and never £ill, 
K on the drifting sands a spring 

Gladdens the ever-straining eye ? 
If to the rock some drops may cling. 

Drink for the ravens, when they cry ? 
' So of the ministries we hide 

Behind the sunshine, for the cloud. 
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So of love blooming at our eide, 

Witli half her fragrance disallowed, 

When lip, and heart, and eye are proud — 
If shadows close around our 'path. 

Her odors seem the breath of Qod, 

Eyolyed as smitten by His rod. 
As if to mercy yielded wrath. 
And when Ambition wings his flight 

8q near the sun, his wings take firey 
Or his balloon sails out of sight. 

And bursts as he still shouts it higher, 
Then, if there be one heart our own. 
We are not fall'n, though overthrown. 



CI. 

So hast thou wooed and wed a heart — 
If not a remnant of thy gain, 
Of thy ambition yet remain ; 
If thou hast soiled at last thy name 
With some foul blot of guilt or shame ; 
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II thou art lost to all the world, 
And all its scorn at thee k hurled — 
If thou hast nothing left of life 
Beyond a loying, faithful wife : 
Were all restored, fdl were not part 
Of what remains — all were not worth 
A grave to hide it in the earth. 

Now from the rage of thy own breast, 
Bestored to heaven— it all must flee : 
For if thou hadst a grave would hold 
Its fame, its glare, its lust, its gold. 
All, should be buried deep of thee. 
Heaven half as high as stands thy crest. 



en. 

Heaven late our home— if we may feel 
A touch of glory in our skin. 

Though it a frenzy o'er us steal. 
And leave a shadow last within, 
To prove immortal— mortal sin. 
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It must be so — yet life has much 

For love, and in the shadow, too, 

More to remember than to rue : 
So life intreat, though life be 8uch« 
Be thine the charities of life, 
The love of mother, child, and wife; 
And though thy love suspended be 
By death or thy infirmity; 
And though to-day, may treat the sky, 

As but a foil to raise the glow 
Of joy on cheek— in heart, in eye. 

And though to-morrow, looks thy woe 

As in the grave is buried low 
The light of heart and hearth for fiye^ 
Thy woe is sweeter than the joy 

Of life, without a shadow cast. 

To prove it must not always last. 
And by its length true peace destroy. 
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cm. 
Be thine an eye, and let it ahine 

A planet to direct thy feet^ 
And all the wealth of sea and mine 

Were dust we trample down the street; 
Breaks light enough, from such a sun 

To quicken life within a clod, 
And warmth enough ere it be done, 

To nourish virtue back to God — 
Be thine for wassail, wine, and song, 

A blushf a sigh, a tear, a smile, 
Joys too ecstatic to be long. 

Moments shall weary life beguile — 
Divine — some song by early love 

Hade thrice familiar to thine ear. 
And earth beneath and heaven above. 

Shall both as one to thee appear. 
As thy first dream of love restored, — 
life shall a thousand lives afiford. 
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Blest — if some lip surriye to speak 
In accents half diyine thy name, 
As thou no other joy shalt seek 

Fled — eyery dream of power and fj&me, 
And thy rapt soul in either ear, 
Forgetftd of the shroud and bier, 
Death^s call to life, thou wouldst not hear — 

Strong— with an arm, though it be weak, 
So it be fast about thy neck. 

Rapture on lip, on eye, and cheek : 
Then, if thy life must drift a wreck. 

She as full-rigged, shall catch some breeze, 
Perfumed of heaven— as nearer land, 

The hulk driyes blindly through all seas, 
The helm, obedient to His hand. 
Who is the Pilot in command — 
Yet, all the while thine eyes shall steer 
By some fixed planet shining clear, 
By Loye, once dear, now doubly dear — 
Her smDe, sublimed into a tear. 



148 POCAHONTAS. 

Have thou some hand to close thine eyes, 

When thou hast looked the son farewell. 
And all behind thou shalt despise, 

For joys the dead forbear to tell — 
Since thou shalt not have died alone, 
If with thy life loye yields her own— 
Heayen— with some heart though it may beat 

But half our threescore years and ten, 
So every pulse thine own shall greet : 

As life were drawn out longer then 
Than all the ages yet to be, 

And thou wert gladder for an hour. 

Than unloved — for eternity — 
Pulse, O how weak, and yet thy power 

Is strong, to break thy prison bars. 
Is strong, to scale thy prison waU, 

Is proud enough to flout the stars, 
And love at last the All-in- All. 
Yet ere thy flight — ^beat on as fast. 
As if each moment were the last, 



POCAHONTAS. 149 

And every throb be bolder still 
To mould our fortunes to thy will — 
And done — our hope to follow thee, 
Where thou our truer heaven shalt be. 



err. 
But lo I the Indian Bride— her eye 

Suffused with tears — her heart undone, 
Her cheeks their blushes veil or fly, 

As she had lost— now she has won. 



cv. 

Hadst thou a vision in thy sleep ? 

Or hast thou dreamt ill-boding dreams ? 
Thy smiles — thou dost not smile — dost weep, 
And some dark warning thou dost keep 
Hid from thyself, within thy breast, 
Now most unhappy, most caressed — 

And life, all radiant, darksome seems. 
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What was that vision — wilt thou tell t 
What was that dream thy spirit fled 
Half frenzied, and thy heart forbore 
Its fleeting traces to restore, 
Glad— if were gone the fatal spell, 

And it no voice as from the dead, 
Bat some strange whisper in the ear 
We think we catch, but do not hear? 



en. 
O ChOd— for shame I — ^it was the Wind 

Plighting his fortunes to a star, 
Kow in the breeze, now in the storm, 

As if his LoVe .could hear so far. 

Were all the elements at war. 
It was the night-bird far behind 

His mate, and waiting her reply, 
To draw him near her gentle form, 

To feast anew his tender eyoi 
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As through the night these lovers fly, 
And sweetly woo till day draws nigh. 

It was the Thunder roaring loud 

His farewell to the shrinldng cloud, 

And not for love, but all for scorn, 
Driving the horde of midnight home, 
That would the forest pathways roam- 
Lording it o^er the weeping air, 
.While his dominion lasteth there. 

Ere from the Moon he flies forlorn — 

Or some belated beast of prey, 

Cried fear — ^to drive his fears away. 

Past lodge and hamlet fleet as air. 

Seeking the safety of his lair, * 
. And all but dead of sheer despair, 

Lest the day seize him midway there. 

tt was the Lightning, playing fear 
With storm and tempest howling past. 
Or blazing terror through the sky. 
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As the rift clouds before her fly, 
None bold enough to hold her fast — 
Or to our planet leaping clear, 
Died — dealing it a blow seyere, 
And her last bellow stunned thine ear. 



CVII. 

O Night — ^were man as pure as thou, 
As little darkness on his brow, 
Who hails thy coming for his shame, 
Thine, were for him a prouder name. 
Than all the epithets of &me. — 
O could he tear his shadows ojQT, 
And cast at hfiU, not heaven his scoff, 
Thou wouldst not blacken with a frown 
Above his God-forsaken town. 
And close thy many eyes, O Night, 
As vice comes reeling to thy sight. 
Still thou hast terrors for the weak. 
And ofttimes wilt a fooVs delight. 
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As when thy goblins take a freak, 

Some habitable world to seek, 

And there the spleen of phantoms wreak — 

Where dost thon hide them from* the day. 

So we may never spleen repay ? 

So we may never catch the shape, 

That ^ts, thy mantle o^er it thrown, 

Ejiow, could it mom or noon escape. 

And know if thine or if oar own ? 

If it shall fly, or we alone ? 

What do thy sprites astride the wind. 

Berating stars — and moon, unshorn. 

For trailing seas of light behind 

And holding fast the urgent mom, 

Till they have galloped o'er the lea, 

Through mystic dances merrily; 

Wafted grim favors to the dead, . 

As grinning ghastly past their sleep — 

And if a soul her flesh would keep, 

Must fly the path these phantoms tread? 
'J* 
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Are these, O Night, thy ministers? 
Or are they thine in spite of thee. 
The evil of the world to be. 

As its first pulse through Nature stirs? 



cvin. 
Now, from all graveyards glide the dead, 

To flit through silent rounds of fan, 
To fright the little ones to bed) 
To make the hoary coward run. 
Boastful of valor, to the sun — 
Ghosts who from pity wrest the right. 
To see their mortal homes by night. 
To gibber glibly, shade with shade. 
To boast new conquests Death has made: 
To plot new mischief for the eye 
Of such as are not ere they die, 
Bold, their own shadows not to fly. 
And so they enter where they will. 
By chamber door, o^er window sill, 
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And stand before us stricken— stiU— 

H^o nod, no sign, but staring eyes, 

To fling back on us our surprise — 

Till the moon fills them with afiEright, 

And they all vanish out of sight — 

Such knew thy heart's infirmity, 

O Child — ^and played their pranks on thee. 



CIS. 

Or did the Nightmare, stranger still 
Than all the wonders of our sleep, 
Sit on thy soul and settle deep, 
Thy life obedient to its will; 
And seizing fast thy struggling breath, 

Overwhelm thee with that speechless fear, 
As if were felt the hand of death 

Touch both the failing eye and earl- 
Dreams then are terrors not to tell. 
And oh I the heaven when breaks that spell. 
And heart beats free, and all is welL 
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ex. 

It was the ever youthful Moon, 
Who will not wed the land or sea, 

For fear her charms shall fade so soon 
As she a yirgin shall not be — 

And so she blushes through the night, 
And lets the Earth woo on and woo, 
And Yow his loye as heaven is true, 

While she resists him with her might ; 

He but too happy if the light 

Of her full eye pours on his sight — 

And she full-orbed was streaming o'er 
Thy half<;losed eyelids with her beams, 

And what was only night before. 
Transfigured by their lustre seems — 

So s^e was half persuading thee, 

Thou didst see shapes thon didst not see. 
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CXI. 

And yet, for angels linger near, 

Or haste from yonder heavenly sphere, 

To guard the hearts to them most dear — 

The vision may have been divine, 

And by a nod, or look, or sign, 

Bevealed a secret wholly thine — 

A thing to keep, and not to tell: 

So, if thou hast it, keep it well. 

CXII. 

How many moons, O forest Child, 
Had waxed and waned since thou wert bom 

And thy first love ? — The Muse had smiled 
O'er grief that had thy bosom torn, 
O'er love had left thy heart forlorn, 

But for the pallor of thy fece, 

Lending a charm to native grace, 

Yet ever on -thy cheek must trace 

A love no time shall e'er efface — 
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Lore, tiine shall wither to a hue, 

Seen not as death— nor sorrow wholly- 
Seen, a tme witness thou art tme 
To lore, though loye be melancholy. 

cxni. 
Thine was the lore all maidens feel, 

When the first waves of young desire 
So softly o'er the spirit steal, 

The senses drown ere they retire — 
And cheek, and lip, and forehead are 

Swift witnesses, though the soft sigh 
Be hushed, and lips a falsehood dare 

To prove the dawning passion by. 
She sleeps, and visions fill the night. 

She dreams, and now her heart la free 
To- revel in the new delight. 

She hails by day so tremblingly — 
So unannounced a gentle guest 
Passes within a maiden's breast, 
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And safely there lies down to rest 

As if the mansion lie possessed : 

And if there be a passion there, 
Whose presence breaks the calm profound. 
The soft intruder breathes around — 

He waves that passion into air, 
And all her breast is holy ground, 
And she her bliss or bane has found. 



CXIV. 

O Muse, forbear, if thou hast wrung 
A tender secret from her breast — 
If thou wouldst sbg a bride unblest. 
Whose lips the nuptial kiss have prest— 
Forget not, Muse, how in the West 
Boiled lake or river, down whose tide, 
No swift canoe had skill to glide. 
Of depth no Bed Man's art might test : 
By moimtains shielded from his thirst — 
Bounds its strong tide had never burst: 
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And like a pearl within the deep, 
Or like a gem hid in the mine, 
So of its .life it gave no sign, 

Safe in the hand of God asleep— 

Till on a time the wilderness, 
Resomiding with the lusty roar, ' 

Of monsters woimded in the chase. 

The hunter and his game drew near, 

Essayed its flood— to disappear: 
Life— had they lingered on the shore — 

Life that would leap within that tide. 

Has the great Manitou defied; 

Must yanish straitly into air. 

And leave no trace no shadow there-— 

So when at eve not one returned 
Of all who leaped the gates of mom. 

To chase the elk, the moose, and deer — 

An aged warrior's spirit burned, 
His eye took fire, his lip took scorn. 

Night's lengthening hours he madly spurned. 
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4 

And ere the sun, his hideous yell 
Denounced a wrath as dire as hell, 
On whom the Bed Man^s yengeance felL 
Fleet as the lightning— with an eye 
Qemandisg of the earth and sky, 
The secret, both, his prayers deny, 
He flies — an arrow from the bow. 

Cleaving the air on eagle's wing. 
Had stopped so soon, or sped so slow. 

It had not reached him with its sting — 
Yet of his foemen not a trace, 

Ko sacrificial victims smoke. 
The Manitou still tells his face, 

And the old warrior's heart is broke. 



cxv. 

Anon he climbs a mountain's side. 
If on its top some sacred rite 
May yield the loved ones" to his sight: 
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No spirit answers from the cloud. 
And now his woe is deep, not load- 
When lo 1 that riyer stretching wide, 
The close embracing moimtains hide, 
And worn and weary on its brink. 
The warrior knelt, as if to drink. 
Yet ere he drank he felt a thrill 
To almost make his heart stand still ; 
And as he drank, he drank the more. 
And still is drinking on that shore, 
A youth he never felt before. 



ex VI. 

O sUent River, white as snow, 
All thy unsounded depths aglow 
With light, no shimmer from the sun. 
Such light ere sunlight had begun. 
As shone throughout God^s wide domain- 
Yet lest, O Muse, it seems profane 
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To touch a string of heavenly bliss, 
Tor such a shadowy world as this— 
Sing, how no heavenly dew or rain 
Baptized that river into life, 
Sing, how ^ it nestled there for aye, 
That such as drink it never die. 
But strong with immortality, 
The storms and ills of life defy, 
And youth inunortal crowns the strife. 
Of our few years of toil and pain. 

cxvn. 
Foiget not, too, that sovereign skill 

To seize the ever-struggling breath. 
That would be free— to bind at will. 

The giant haa no bowels— Death. 
On every tree some virtue grew. 
Whose healing power the Red Man knew. 
For insect's sting — for serpent's wound — 

For the wild fever of the brain — 
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For the mad riot of the blood — 
E*eii for that low and hollow sound, 
As face to face with death he stood : 
And life leaped in his heart agtdn. 



cxvin. 
Perhaps in some soft Indian isle, 

Some shrinking plant or stately palm, 
Perfumed the soft embracing air, 

And shed around a dream-like calm ; 
And all who tasted of that tree, 
From unrequited love were free — 
And thou hast eaten well the while. 
Or fainting, thou hast knelt beside 
The lake or river's silver tide, 
And drinking long and drinking deep, 
Didst feel a slumber o'er thee creep, 
Waking immortal from that sleep. 
Yet if no fountain e'er was found 

Within the borders of the West, 
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Whereof who drank were healed and blest, 
And with eternal youth were crowned — 
So if the Red Man sought in vain 

A balm for such a wound as thine, 

Confessing only art divine, 
Restores the wounded heart again — 
Fly not thy native wilderness, 

For o^er thy head are genial skies, 

And every scene before thine eyes, 
Is like a mother's soft caress, 
To steep her child in happiness. 



CXDC 

What wouldst thou ? Tremble now to seek 
Land by the sunrise — to forget 
Him, hadst thou never — ^never met. 

Thou hadst no secret not to speak. 

What wouldst thou ? Shudder to depart 

From nature, to be wrought by art 
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Into a polished comer-stone, 

For a yast temple not tMne. own, 

All hail diyine — ^but thee alone. 



cxx. 

As into ashes fairest fhtit 

Oft turns, when Art prunes branch and root 

Of nature^s planting, and refines — 

So modesty, so grace declines, 

Blossoming sweetly in the vale. 

Kissed only by the wooing gale. 

Fed by such dews as never fail. 

Seen only by their Maker^s eyes, 

As night and mom soft odors rise 

In benediction to the skies — 

Transplanted to the mountain side, 

Or nourished where imperial pride 

To sterile nature grace has given — 
Sicken and die, or live to rue 
Departed strength, and beauty too. 
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And tliat soft charm to nature trae, 
To art so false— it erer flies 
The horrid stare of yulgar eyes, 
Back— to the charming vales of heaven. 

CXXI. 

Tme life, is slumber quick with dreams. 
As the long day our feet have trod, 
Flits into shadow at his nod, 

Who flings the Orient back his beams. 

Life casts her shadows off— for skies 
Alive with songs — for skies so bright, 
The day were hooted out of night, 

Now she has entered paradise. 

In hut or palace soft asleep, 

On subtle wing true skies to sweep. 

Has to her day the tempest lowered ? 
Her flesh been quivering with a thrust 
Had well-nigh muttered, dust to dust ? 
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Grief her last hold nigh oyerpowered t 
What dreams with tints beyond compare, 

Another heaven— another earth — 

Life not her travail— life her birth, 
Escaped from heaven — of look so rare — 
Or life within some shape of flame, 

Intreating life, yet on the shore 

To venture, wanting boat and oar, 
Across the flood — and bnrst the same- 
Has Life been gleaning every field 

Where she had joy like Ruth of yore, 

A joy departed evermore, 
Or fountain with its waters sealed? 
Her dreams shall follow in its flight 

The fugitive, by land and sea — 

Or skirt along infinity. 
And on the Joy of Joy alight. 
Has she been plucking out a thorn. 

And felt a pang o'er all the wound. 

And both the pang and sorrow, bound 



POCAHOKTAS. 169 

With hope, last dying, yet first bom — 
A child forever, yet her age. 

Her innocence, and all her flower — 

Her strength— her boast — tiU lifers last hour 
Shakes hands with heaven, and blots the page ? 
Ere loDg, in dreams a pleasing shape 

Adventures near, yet nearer still. 

Her senses tingle, and her will 
Is good-lean harvests to escape, 
And side by side with her True Love 
Glean the ungathered fields above. 
From dreams like these shalt thou awake. 

Queen of the forest— dreams are all. 

Are all, the fringe along the pall, 
Our hand from Death's own hand must take, 
Must bear for him, till he shall cast 
Its cloud across the bosom last. 
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cxxn. 
Kow tbe fresh breeze fans all the sea, 

And buoyant tides and winning skies 
Invite the keel to liberty 

Of sail — and on the sea-craft flies — 
A league—a hundred leagues — ^yet more, 

The ship has sped across the deep, 
The skies may burst, the ocean roar, 

Thy life is sweet as life asleep — 
On — as thy home sinks where the sun 

Descends to kiss his Orient bride — 
Have, when the ship her course has run. 

For life, its hope— its flower and pride. 

cxxni. 

Graves of thy fathers — seen no more — 
Step from the ocean to the shore. 
Hail Art, ne'er seen of thee before, 
A world must thine to heaven restore. 



^ifc. 
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See the divinity of Art — 

Nature, her future in repose. 
See man as nature's counterp^ 

For -whom she stands, by whom she rose, 
His minister, yet mother too, 

His last ambition— yet his grave — 
His only symbol of tbe True, 

Less than the Good, he last must crave. 
See for the forest, Art ascend. 

Entice the town to rear its head — 
Its vast metropolis, extend. 

Its fame, a tale of wonder spread. 
See Art as standing in the sun, 

Kow quite celestial by the skies, 
Invite the Cross— her field has won, 

To skyward rise— still higher rise. 
See Power, the conflux of all art, 

Reducing nature by its nod — 
See Man, developed head and heart. 

Confess and yield his boast to God. 
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CXXIV. 

See Life o^er nature rise sublime, 

Bebuke her childhood in the past, 
Brand each new weakness as a crime, 

And press against the future, fast — 
As if the future held the key . 

Unlocks some treasure, Taster far. 
Than she has found by land or sea, 

Or snatched from peace or wrung from war- 
As if her strides already made, 

Were nothing to the stretch remains — 
As if all yet she has essayed 

Shall not be worth her future pains — 
Now quite divine, such hope is hers. 

As ampler seas to sail— as skies 
Of field, an angel's wing deters. 

Would yet the Infinite surprise — 
Now quite divine — while there is room 

To add degrees yet short of God, 
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She would essay the last — ^though doom ' 
Thundered, at every step she trod — 
By nearness, challenging His rod, 
Aloof— from seraph, as from clod. 



cxxv. 

Hail! World, where Eden bloomed and smiled. 
And man beheld it undefiled. 

Tasted the fruit of every tree. 
Breathed in the odor of its flowers. 
Sank to repose within Its bowers. 
Waited her coming posing fair, 
A blossom sweeter and more rare. 
Than all the garden in its spring. 

Ere tasting mortal agony. 
And dying of the Serpent's sting — 

World so familiar with thy God, 
Whp walked the Garden eve and mom, 

Saluted Adam by his name 
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As maji—though not of woman bom, 
Ere yet he shrank behind his shame, 

And o'er the garden grew the thorn. 

World blest of: Him who later trod . 
Thy hills and valleys, worn and faint, 

Scourged 'by His holy Father's rod. 
To raise a sinner to a saint — 

Is all forgotten like a dream. 
Is all thy soil become profane. 
Till Jesus shall descend again. 

And make His footprints glorious seem? 

Dust like our dead is all the earth. 
Awaiting resurrection mom. 
When out of dust, as if rebom. 

She shall be heaven as at her birth. 



cxxvi. 
If but the Orient had His smile. 
And blossomed sweet beneath His tread. 
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Who left man upright — found him vile, 

Has not His smile a radiance shed, 
Have not His feet, as on He trod, 

Suffused with glory all the East ? 
World, redolent of Christ and God, 

v. 

World, by an emptied Heaven, increased ! 

czxvn. 
Wife of the Pale Face— hast thou seen 

The marvels of the wave, in vain? 
Marked, now, the Ocean smile serene^ 

And, now, the tempest burst, amain? 
Heard, too, the petrel's lonely screech, 

As the mad waters smote his breast, 
Ere, to mid-heaven, no eye may reach, 

He swept— the vantage on his crest? 
Marked the sea travail— and the sky 

Smile, as the fruitful mother slept— 
While the good ship, tiiy fears would fly. 

Her course, by helm and needle, kept? 
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CXXVIU. 

Now greet the sunrise, and forget 
Thy fathers by the setting sun ; 

Thy life is all before thee yet, 
Thy summer is but just 'begun, 

Though death has half his conquest won — 
O, rouse thee — rouse thee, and be strong, 
life at its fuU glows not so long, 

We court the hour it shall be done. 

life, be it cumbrous as the load 
Atlas upon his shoulders bore, 
Our cry is not for less, but more, 

Ad reeling on along the road. 

Refreshed at every well we meet, 
Glad, if a wretch — a wretch shall greet — 

Glad, if the mire yield to our feet, 
Tom by the roughness of the way. 

Glad, if our famine find a crumb. 
Or from the dog may snatch his l)one. 



POCAHONTAS. 177 

Our lips, with sorrow stricken dumb, 

Heart, hope, all fled, but God alone. 
And strength to lift the hand, and pray. 
Yet spare us, God— yet one more day. 



cxxix. 

Cheer — the sun shines, and though its light 

Fall on the graye, it wakes the flower. 

To bloom a blessing to the sight. 

To breathe sweet odors to the night — 

Life without cheer must life deyour — 

Sing, though the choir of heaven be still, 

So life shall borrow life, until 

She breaks away from both our hands. 

And late before her Maker stands. 

Thou, too, art strong, and man is weak — 

Thy strength provokes his courage on. 

And when thy lips forbear to speak. 

Thy smile restores his courage gone, 
8* 
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woman — ^weak, yet strong to bear, 

And in thy weakness like a tower, 
Breasting all storms that shake the air, 

And stoutest when they darkest lower — 
Man yields to fortune like the reed, 

Swept of the gale, and is no more—' 
So, if his fears ill omens read 

Charged with disasters yet in store. 
He shrinks behind his fears so small. 
He dies, and thus prevents his fall — 
But woman never seeks the steel 

To cut the knot of life— but lives, 
And from God's hand the sting must feel, 

That goads to heaven His fugitives. 
If she is bolder than her fears, 

She bears no weapon in her hand. 
Lays every shaft by smiles or tears. 

And last — on the won field shall stand. 
And challenge death to speed his dart — 

And when it finds indeed her life. 
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Shall bloom immortal from her heart, 
The love of mother, child, and wife. 



GXXX. 

Why dost thou quaU, since thou art she ? 

Seek for thine own the brightest star. 
And catch the cheer it wafts to thee. 

Catch on thy face its glow afar- 
Let thine eyes sparkle with its light, 

Thy heart ring out its heavenly air, 
Aud like that star when all is night — 

Blaze o'er the darkness everywhere. 



cxxxi. 
Dead, is the handsome chevalier — 
So was it whispered in thine ear. 

When to the Pale Face thou wert wed; 
Yet oft a vision of the night 
Revealed him living to thy sight. 
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And thou hast from that vision fled. 

Dead — to thy fears thy lips have said, 
Yet thy heart kept him living there 

Against the love of wife — with sigh 
And tear — cheek, lip, and forehead are 

Memorial tablets to the eye, 

Thy love for him thou couldst not fly — 

If dead— he still is ever nigh— 
When lo I him living and not dead, 
Thy Bpint faints, or seems as fled — 
And as ye gaze, eyes fixed on eyes, 
-- Thy heart o'er all thy forehead flies, 
And at the fountain of thy life, 
Beats low the waning love of wife. 
Beats strong the pulse of first desire: 

All worthy life crowds in that hour. 

All death may challenge owns its power, 
And thou art hastening to expire. 



/ 
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cxxxn. 
Thy breath be perfume to the air, 

Let not its fire forsake thine eye. 
Thy lips be gently touched of prayer, 

And life take passage in a sigh— 
And with the cypress on thy graye, 

We'll plant a rose as white as v snow: 
There,' let them both forever wave, 

And the rose ever whiter grow. 



CXXXIll. 

Poor Life— what hast thou, to detain us 

Yet longer at thy meagre feast ? 
Still as we rise thou dost constrain us, 

Urge thy best fare is tasted least — 
So we are gorged, are sated longer. 

We drain thy wine down to its lees, 
And rise so weak, instead of stronger. 

We tremble, sinking to our knees — 
\ And pray for heaven, our true heart's ease. 

\ 
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CZXXIY. 

life, silent by the raging sea, 

Escaped— she knew not whither— fled— 
Escaping less, Infinity, 

Than waves, for which she had no dread- 
If sun or ocean, each so vast 

A symbol, be so less than God — 
What "of the shadow earthward cast 

Not of Himself, but by His rod ? ^ 
Still Faith returned her— had itar shade 

Blackened a hemisphere to hell. 
What fear, had thy own peace been made? 

Thou, bold to stand, whatever befel 
Planet and star, careering wild 

Athwart the flaming face of hearen — 
Thy hair unhurt, as wrath had smiled 

On one, His 'cross to Christ had given.. 
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Sach, fill of life ? were more still less f . 

Or were that life, without a cloud? 
That joy — ^unbrokea happiness ? 

Or must the light the shadow crowd 
Across the dial of our life — 

life just exultant fall as dead, 
Hope closed with hope, wind up the strife, 

Not on the field— but skyward fled. 
To wage fresh battle at the grave. 

Last stand of- earth for heaven— that spoil, 
That stake, all war-worn heroes crave, 

Or lost— a grave on sacred soil? 



CXXXVT. 

O valiant, handsome chevalier, 
Was thine the splendor of the sun ? 
So many hearts thy beauty won — 

How didst thou conquer ? by despair ? 
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So many times thy lusty cheer 

Of triumph rolled alon^ the air, 

Or hadst thou strength the sun doth wield, 

A strength to "which all strength must yield ? 

Oh I charm, or glance, or voice, or spell. 

Falling so fatal, where it fell, 

That such as yielded, could not tell 

Why they must love — aye, love too well, 

The genial, brilliant chevalier — 

She had not loved— or not so dear. 



cxxxvn. 
Grave, thou hadst kept her secret well. 

If Death were not a truth-revealer — 
And what her lips had shrunk to tell. 

Death, as he bade the grave conceal her. 
Without a word— without a sign, 
Or look, or token we divine. 
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But silent as he is forever, 

So shadowy — such see him n^yer, 

As feel his presence in a chill 

Creep to the heart, and all is still — 

Divulged the secret she had kept 

So well, it with her dust had slept, 
And Pocahontas, like her race 
Had been — ^had left a fleeting trace, 

And her true heart had broke, unwept. 



I 



NIAGAEA. 



^ 



KIAGARA 



-•♦♦- 



I. 

THUin)EB OP Waters, triumph by thy fell 
As must a fallen Infinite ! — A storm 

To drown a world and scourge it over all, 
' "Were not a type of God's uncreate form : 

All quake, are silent, yet shall none adore. 
If God— His terror, that in ruin lays 

Art and all man's memorial — before 
The soul ascends in ecstacies of praise 
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n. 
For power benevolent o'er wrath sublime, 

In shape innocnous as the light or dew- 
Must see Niagara, type for all time, 

Of God in nature, yast, benign, and true: 
Must see her waters, yet descry a hand. 

Or shadow of a finger pointed there — 
Cry— if she speaks, she speaks by God's command. 

For Nature is Jehoyah ererywhere. 

So like a present God, th' unmeasured power 

Of thy yast waters, whose eternal flow 
Has neyer crayed an intermittent hour. 

Tumbling whole oceans into depths below. 
As with such ease of motion thy green tide 

Seeks as with conscious life its skyward steep, 
And with a roar of thunder — aught beside, 

In nature mimics— takes its downward leap. 
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rv. 
Thou art not tumbling from yon frightful height, 

A world of waters, on a plea so yain 
As to display a wantonness of might : 

The eternal equipoise of all the Main 
Is thy supremest care :— thy sport alone 

To balance oceans, and an equal wave 
Sets to the pole and spreads beneath the 2Sone 

Whose fretful shores its healing waters laye. 



V. 

Empires have fallen— races have decayed,. 

Their cities buried low beneath the sod, 
In elemental strife, that erst hath laid 

l!Tature submissiye at the feet of God ; 
But thou — how long thy solemn front hath reared 

Itself suUime, while ruin hath been hurled 
Across a continent ? — as thy youth appeared 

Such thou art now— Survivor of a world. 
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VI. 

Ye who admire the wonderful in Art — 

Colossi striding seas ; crowning the soil, 
8ome sky-bound shaft piercing a nation^s heart, 

Or pyramids all time shall not despoil — 
Gaze with surpassing wonder, as ye see 

How sovereign the contempt of Nature^s smile : 
Standing before her stark immensity, 

See Art to less than nbthing shrink the while. 



vn. 

Ancient of Waters, were thy years a few. 
Or countless as the sunbeams that transform 

Thy changeful flood to glory ever new, 
. When the fierce nomad saw in thee the form 

Of the Invisible, and tum'd aside 
From love or war or chase or dance, awhile 

To gaze upon thy forehead, and decide 
To fly thy presence or invoke thy smile ? 
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vm. 



Ere Christians saw tlie Ocean bnist with rage, 

Mont Blanc, thy kinsman, crown'd before the Flood 
Provoked no rival, in some envious age — 

Home proud in irons, Greece immortal, stood - 
Before their fancy or their kindling eye — 

A virgin World with Freedom in her arms, 
The leap and roar of thy sublimity. 

They neither saw, nor glow'd with cither's charms. 



cc. 

How many eras upon eras then. 

Had ceased to be, when the delightsome song. 
To which all seas responded an amen, 

Bose and resounded orb from orb along? 
What was thine age when not a living thing 

Heard thy hoarse anthem as it rose sublime. 
Deep-throated, solemn, in the evening, 

Of the first day the sun recorded time? 
9 
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X. 

Dost deign no answer ? Keep thy secrets, then : 

Vaunt co-antiquity with yonder spheres ; 
Go shout the march of nature and of men 

Till thy tremendous voice shall pierce their ears. 
Thou hast no sympathy with man— thy walk 

Is like Orients, single. Thou dost see 
Man stare unmoved— dost hear the babbler talk : 

Oceans and spheres alone consort with thee I 



O hoary Witness, that before the Flood 

Noted the infant ages — or went back 
To the Creation, and amazed stood 

As the Sun rose and blazed along his track, 
Spanning thy waters with the various light 

Of the new morning : arc on arc arose 
Through the cleft curtain of eternal night, 

Startling thy thunders out of deep repose. 
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zn. 
Light— and light was: and then, as eon on sun 

Leaped oat of roid and swept into his sphere, 
As God commanded, and the deed was done — 

Didst thou rejoice with Him, or blanch with fear? 
Or didst thou cheer on cheer roar out so loud, 

The morning stars confessed a peer in thee. 
And wafbed thee stout hail from every cloud, 

Breaking their gladness through infinity ? 



xm. 
Yet hadst thou caught an echo of that voice. 

As Natitre took her fortunes from the Word, • 
Thou hadst not heard the stars of mom rejoice : 

Prone on thy face thou hadst confessed thy Lord. 
Or had it been a whisper— such a breath 

As in a dream falls on the sleeper^s ear, 
Thy joy had been so vast it had been death. 

As high o'er all that whisper thunder'd clear. 
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XIV. 

8till, ere the San ascended to his sphere 

In the diurnal heavens—before the Earth 
Acknowledged her allegiance and drew near 

To her attractive orb — before the birth 
Of the Leviathan — or ere a wing 

Cat the ethereal skies— before a tree 
Peopled the soil, or ere a living thing 

The shaddering globe— thou hadst begun to be. 



XV. 

Triumph of Power— as when God laughs at kings, 

Laugh thou at everything beneath the sun : 
Laugh when it rails, or when it tribute brings. 

Let captains break their swords when they have won 
Kings cast their sceptres down chagrined and stung 

With envy as they gaze, admire, and bow — 
Confess how mean their state, dazzled among 

Oceans of peaiis, thou flingest from thy brow. 



' 
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XTT. 

Creep, Pharaoh, firom the pile that grinds thy dast, 

Crawl, Nero, from the Tiber, to the sun, 
And hail a monarch faithful to his trast. 

Yet girt with power to which your power was none: 
And as ye slew the weak and kissed the strong, 

And now are fallen — ^fallen— -see a Power 
Crowned with the snn, and to roll on as long, 

While Peace and Mercy o'er Dominion tower. 

xvn. 
Thine honors are secure—regal, alone — 

Save, when the ocean monarch thunders l?y, 
Then tremble lest a rival blot thy throne, 

V 

Snatch off thy crown, and roar along the sky 
With such a yell of triumph, aa shall damn 

Thy thunders to oblivion— and thy fall 
For weakness pitiful, become the lamb 

As Silence wraps thy seas within her pall. 



«' 
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xvm. 
All Laureate ever sung in vaporing strain 

For stipend or for fame, is trash to thee. 
Ko monarch lires or ever lived, so vain, 

Or bard so venal, as a crown to see 
In thy stupendous waters. Thou alone 
Art measured by thyself, except the Deep ; 
^ And ye, though rivals, smile on either's throne. 
And poise a Planet lest adrift she sweep. 



Thy beauty never fades. Unlike the maid 

Whose hopes decline when charms forsake her face** 
Virgin without espousal— though array'd 

In garments woven by the Bun, and grace 
Lingers in every fold along thy breast — 

Graceful and modest beyond all the fair, 
Keep thy heart shut against each tender guest, 

And Sol, thy constant lover, gently spare. 
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Nothing remainfl to Art. Thou hast it all; 

Insatiate . still to aggregate in thee 
All types of the sublime— and in thy fall 

To push thy power towards infinity. 
Beauty bestrides thy waters with his bow, 

Transfigured by the Mom ; descending Eye 
Sits like a heavenly yision on thy brow, 

Till Night comes late her yigila to relieve. 



What hast thou not that Nature hath? What Art 

Shall torture her creations to compare 
Li majesty of mien, with thine — or start 

From canvass into life a grace so rare, 
As when unmeasured seas remain to crown 

Thy head with honors as they pass thee by, 
Pausing with reverence, ere their floods go down 

Deeps, whose resurgent deluge drowns the sky ? 
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XXII. 

PaintuQg and Song retire. Art, with her boast, 
Of multiplying strength, concedes her loss 

Of fame and fortune, yielding up the ghost, 
In presence of thy might, whose feeblest toss 

« 

Of its unmeasured strength sends to one grave, 
Man and his triumphs. Nor to hold thee back, 

Hath age or sex a charm. All yainly crave 
Life — at the hands of Death, who strews thy track 

zzm. 
With wrecks of futile Art—adventured near 

Thy precipice — that should have hugged the shore, 
Stood out by helm, or steam'd thy rapids clear; 

Down, gurgling down— engulph'd forevermore, 
Blossom of childhood, crown of almond flower, 

Love, ere its life had quicken'd, of embrace, 
Death-challenged wretch and infant of an hour, — 

Shrieking, to silence— down— down— down apace. . 
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XXIV. 

When thou wert crown'd, who crown'd thee ? By what right 

Hast thou succession to a throne 9 What sire 
Sat on thy throne before thee ? Elder Night, 

First crowned of Nature, ruled by flood and fire, 
Terrific behind shadows, waved her hand, 

Signal of silence to the listening Main ; 
Convulsed the ocean, shook the solid land, 

When the heavens fell with storms and rose again. 



Out of her womb a monarch thou didst leap. 
Bom without duldhood — at thy birth. so vast— 

Always impatient— living without sleep. 
Thy tumults never hushed nor overpast. 

Yet thou wert not a monster, nor a freak 
Of nature, at thy birth : a world of grace 

And strength, confessed no terror to the weak, 

Tower'd from thy presence, mantled o'w thy face. 
9* 
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XXVI. 

Ab if to hell, thy leap — ^and thy rebound — 

As if to heaven — ^bat in mid-air the Son 
Surprises thee with smiles, and thou art crowned 

A faithful witness for the Holy One. 
Eternal as His promise, stands the bow 

Clasping thy forehead to confirm His word, 
To bring Him nearer to our touch, and show 

A ladder for our faith to reach the Lord. 



xxvn. 
Sapphires and emeralds thou hast enough, 

Streaming along thy forehead in a flood ; 
Jewels that queens esteem, were paltry stuff. 

Bays men have sought through brimming seas of bloody 
Were toys, cast down by thee, to sink or swim : 

Thy pomp and state o'ertop the glare of kings — 
Anointed monarch, throned and crowned of Him 

From whom thy diadem dominion brings I 
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ZXYm. 

''Good!" God ezclaim'd, as His applaading eye 

Swept thee, a monarch. He had crown'd the Deep, 
Stretched out his realm abroad, from sky to sky-^ 

Creatures that walk, or fly, or swim, or creep, 
Popnlons from His will, beheld the light — 

Responsive to His will, thy thmiders rose, 
And Night, thy mother, blanching with affiright, 

Kissed thee, and yanished to her last repose. 



XXiX. 

God, art Thou angry, and is this the breath 

Of Thy dilating nostrils ? Is Thy wrath 
Rekindling for a jubilee of death. 

And this the herald to prepare thy path f 
Or, this a shadow of the wrath to come, 

When mountains shall not hide us from Thy stroke, 
As the last judgment shall strike devils dumb, 

Bade to leap in ascending fire and smoke ? 
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Peace is a river by tlie tbrone of God, 

And ^^ peace to men,'' is on thy forehead wAtj 
O flood, that were a rush and not a rod, 

If God were angry. Here a worm may sit 
Unmoved amid thy waters, and His hand, 

Fast in thy mane, shall hold thy terrors back; 
And not a thunder, but by His command, 

And not a wreck or life in all thy track. 

xzzi. 
O ! be a fool, O man, and shrink to naught, 

Then wisdom enters, for she findeth room — 
If of the earth — out of her volume taught, 

Ketum divine into thy mother's womb ; 
Or fix thine eyes upon the farthest star. 

Or past its radiance — push thy vision on, 
And what thou seest, is not God, ajfar — 

God fiUeth all, and bids all worlds begone. 
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zzzn. 
He taught thee, O XHagaia, to keep 

Thy seas within their bounds. He taught thee where 
To make thy name eternal in a leap — 

When to leap down, and where to disappear. 
He wrote, O man, in universal signs, 

A truth thy logic never proves, but feels — 
Benevolence with evil so combines 

That their innocuous strife one God reveals. 



xyxm. 
Thou hast no sleep, and therefore hast no dreams, 

Thy course of thought, what mortal shall divine ? 
Perhaps subjective—all without thee seems 

Too mean for such analysis as thine ; 
Perhaps the mighty chambers of thy soul, 

Overcrowded by her thoughts, make room for more. 
Catching the voice of ages as they roll, 

Thou hast the keys of Time and all his lore. 
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ZZXIT. 

Art thon a Patriarcli, and not inspired? 

Speak, theologian, yersed in nature's school, 
What is the life of man to be desired 

If vice and virtue reach a common goal ? 

ft 

If all shall die accursed and none be blessed- 
If all shall rot together in the dnst 

And know no resurrection ? Which is best — 
Kot to be bom, or die as mortals must? 



Thunderer, speak. Rebuke or bless the creed — ' 

Is heayen a blessed lie — ^is hell a cheat ? 
Bhall man abjure his faith, or for it bleed ? 

Wherefore our life, and whither its retreat ? 
To life or silence ? Answer, if thou wilt. 

At once his floods congeal, his thunders fall. 
Does the north freeze his soul, or conscious guilt ? 

His silence, though it speak not, answers all. 
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XXXVI. 

Hadst thon beheld the Star the wise men saw 

In the far Orient, thou hadst bowed thy head — 
Dumb as was Moses, when he took the law 

From God at Sinai— living, but as dead, 
As the Star paused and dwelt npon the face 

Of Him, who holds thee in His mighty hand : 
Thou hadst confessed a soul, and sought the grace, 

A world rejects, and dies, to understand. 

Tes I God is worshipped singly by all seas. 

All floods, all mountains, cataracts, and suns ; 
Though man may curse his God, damn His decrees, 

And feel his curse overtake him as he runs, 
These all are sUent when His voice is heard, 

These all rejoice before Him with their might — 
Dust, God hath crowned with life, alone absurd, 

Beads Him amiss, to set our errors right. 



208 'NIAGABA. 



ZXZVIII. 

Nothing is half bo dreadful as our guilt. 

Hell shrieks with its rewards, and the bald earth 
Writhes with a curse, for which the Godhead spilt 

Blood quite divine, though human in its birth. 
All nature frowns and smiles by turns, and weeps. 

As from the Curse and Cross she ever takes 
The hues of her delirium when she sleeps — 

Her calm, her storm, her sunshine, when she wakes. 

ZZXDC 

Have rocks conspired to prove the earth so old. 

Ere lazy Baurians crept through seas of slime — 
Before a fern or lichen wrapped the cold, 

Bayless, dissocial orb of ante-time ? 
When darkness made the silence more profound 

That filled the absence of all life ? Hast thou 
Knowledge our halting science shall confound, 

Bocks teach, inscribed on thy expanding brow ? 
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Fountain of youth, and soyereign emblem, too, 

Let him who thirsts drink deeply of thy wave — 
Feel, as his cheek renews its smnmer hue. 

Baptismal blessings on his brow, to save 
His soul from that perdition of the cup. 

Whence to escape, she dares twice die, and thrust 
Herself to proper Hell— lastly, filled up 

By sots deyoured of wine, of blood, of lust. 

ZLI. 

Historian of a Continent, begin — 

Since thou hast borne, or wert thyself the bier, 
Huddling the dust of empires headlong in 

The grave of thy remembrance— If a tear 
Postponed oblivion ages, it is come — 

God buried them Himself, and hid the grave, 
Commanding thee to look, and then be dumb — 

His vindication buried in thy wave. 
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XLH. 

An exodus of nations — a surprise 

Of Providence confessed too deep, too high 
To scale or fathom till we reach the skies — 

The curtain fell and shall foreyer lie 
On those enacted scenes. Yet, who shall say 

What legends or traditions half declare — 
The measure of their fame, whose tombs betray 

Arts mourned as lost— aliye, though silent there f 



ZLIII. 

No crimes deform, no virtues make thee blest, ^ 

Impassive, soulless, heartless, thou hast fled 
Onward fi*om lake to sea, thy footsteps pressed 

By flood-compelling stars. While seas have slept 
Profound as a child slumbers, Deep with Deep, 

Glassing in silence beatific skies. 
The law of worlds delivers thee from sleep, 

Law—were it less than God, thou mightst despise. 



/• 
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ZLIV. 

Is it a pain or pleasure to obey 

Where there is no election? On, still on; 
No sluggard; but forever, night and day, 

To yidd, and bid disloyalty begone? 
Aliye to fates prefigured at thy birth 

By stars convulsed, or shot from sign to sign, 
Figure to man how much his will is worth 

When it would thwart a jot of the divine. 



XLV. 

life is a cloud, a shadow, or a hue, 

Bhed from the hour that passes o'er its head- 
Bom- of the past, child of the fhture, too. 

Life is not real till our life is fled : 
Porch of the soul, man enters, looks around, 

Just on the threshold is surprised, and dies 
He flings his dusty mantle to the ground, 

A|id walks, or flies, or rides to Paradise. 
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XLYI. 

like and unlike our life, fleet, changeful flood, 

Ever the same, yet neyer what thou wert; 
Youth does not fire nor palsy chill thy blood — 

Giant, surnamed the Thunderer, begirt 
With torrents, and sustained on left and right 

By batteries of adamantine rock : 
Defiant, till thy Maker puts to flight 

Thy prowess, in the final, fatal, shock. 

XLYIL 

Emblem of freedom, bold, unshackled tide, 

Thou hast a lion's mane — an eagle's eye ; 
Fortune, that sports with men, thou dost deride, 

Braced by the earth, and ooyered by the sky. 
To-day a freeman looks into thy face — 

A savage or a slave to-morrow creeps. 
Idolatrous before thee. So the race 

Hails her brief presence— her long absence weeps. 
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ZLTIH. 

Who are the free ?^ What patent made them snch ? 

Who are the slaves 9 Who chained them ? Who can see 
That aiiy finger move, whose slightest touch, 

Discoyers God, by chains or liberty? 
Diyine, the right to be a king or slave — 

Either or neither, an elective state — 
Human, the word or blow that does not save, — 

Because it falls too early or too late. 

t 

$ 

Once wert thou silent 9 Cradled o'er thy head 

Swam a prospective world in one tossed pair) 
When, as the drowning earth embraced her dead, 

Bade the sun £irewell, and forsook the air. 
Tumultuous tides swept over thee profound 

Beneath a shoreless sea — mute in thy grave 
With oceans, mountains, seas, thy compeers, drowned, 

Awaiting resurrection fh)m the wave. 
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O solitude of nature, shriek aloud, 

That mystery of evil passing cure, 
Seen like a corpse blaspheming in its shrond, 

Qood it esteems divine, yet can^t endure. 
Virtue confessed impossible to man — 

Saved by her utter loss, God raises whole, 
As man retires, God fills the scene, who can 

Baise by a second fall the fidlen souL 

ix . 

A rotund Ocean drifts, before the sun. 

Whose fires consume its waters, and restore 
The mountains fix>m oblivion, one by one — 

Thick clouds ascending sky-ward, fall no more ; 
Celestial witb the promise wrung f^om God, 

The weltering globe revisits the clear skies — 
Oceans collect their seas dispersed abroad. 

Once more thy floods leap down — ^thy thunders rise. 
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Who chiistened thee Niagara — or stood 

Sponsor for thee ? or bore thee in her arms 
When nature sprinkling, washed thee in her blood, 

Child, for whose weal no mother^s bosom warms? 
No Yoice with solemn pomp announced the rite, 

No blazonry of heralds on thy crest 
Inflated thee with pride of birth or might : 

Only thy Maker mars or makes thee blest. 



T.nr. 
The gentle bride is half, not wholly wed; 

Unfelt her pride of maiden innocence — 
Vows to obey, and by a wife's pure bed 

Sanctify love, and be its own defence — 
Till at thy crystal altar, virgin priest, 

Her nuptial pledges solemnized anew, 
She feels by thine her purity increased. 

And journeys home a wife, and Caesar's too. 
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LTV. 

When Fashion sought thee out, the whole world came, 

Felt all thou art, but could not speak it well ; 
All saw thy vast proportions, felt the same 

Emotions in thy presence, none could tell — 
Fashion, though dumb with awe, still plied her arts, 

Expecting thee to lay thy sceptre down. 
To fill her fickle throne in human hearts — 

And for the crown God gave thee, wear her crown. 



LT. 

•i 

Companion of the seas, thou couldst not bear, 

To stoop from such companionship, to leer, 
Ogle and strut, and by a gait and air, 

That would seem more than nature less appear : 
Incapable of folly, thy reply 

Unuttered, she divined, and begged of thee, 
To let her train admire, pass on, and sigh 

For grace she never had, and purity. 
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' LVI. 

Year after year thy levees thou hast held — 

Thronged by the wise and yaliant, learned and gay ; 
Yet few of all the thousands who beheld 

Thy presence, saw thee ere they turned away: 
For thou art more than nature, and to see 

Thy cataract, were less than to descry 
A thousand symbols, God has couched m thee, 

Of things aboye, and things below the sky. 

LTH. 

How tlu>u hast shuddered, leaped, rejoiced, or bled, 

As drama after drama swept along, 
When such, as trod the skies, have fallen or fled 

To God-forsaken holds, before the strong ? 
When Sheba came for gold and ne'er returned ? 

When Greece developed freedom by thy side ? 

Polite — barbaric — savage, as each burned 

With an ascendant, wept an humbled pride ? 
10 
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LTm. 

Ennobled by a patent from the skies— 

Thou dost not play the courtier for high place; 
And when a king regards thee with his eyes, 

Thou dost not feel a blush steal o'er thy face — 
As if he were thy patron. Thou hast seen 

A Brunswick, and applauded — not his state, 
His manhood— for all power were vile and mean, 

Throned by thy side, but Power Immaculate. 



LIX. 

What ton'ent thundering down the mountain side, 

With molten glaciers onward to the sea, 
Bears half the yolume of that frightful tide. 

Leaping thy crest, Niagara? — Of thee. 
There is no symbol in the realms of art, 

And nature holds no mirror to thy face, 
Nor yet from canvass shall a shadow start. 

Girt with thy strength, and radiant with thy grace. 
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Leap down forever— and as lilies grow, 
',And ravens feed before their Maker^s eye, 

■ \ 

So thou shalt fling into the gulph below, 
But half thine inexhaustible supply. 

God hath commanded, and it shall stand fast, 
He paints the lily — hears the raven cry; 

Fills thee with anthems never overpast, 
And feeds thee from the ocean and the sky. 



LXI. 

Thou hast no looks of sadness — yet a curse 

Fell on thy head for other guilt than thine. 
And by each fall, thy leaping tides rehearse, 

How human nature strove with the divine — 
Foiled in the onset, shrank into a worm, 

And for immortal life — dies — and thou too 
Dost in thy living waters hide the germ 

Of dissolution, and our steps pursue. 
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Lzn. 
Thou hast no doubts to crucify. Thy faith 

Cavils at nothing, sure that all is well; 
Asking alone for what thy Maker saith. 

Without a heaven to lure thee, or a hdl 
To shake its penal terrors o^er thy head — 

Believer, without promise of reward, 
The bliss of being kindles thee instead, 

And fills thee with the presence of thy Lord. 



Lxin. 
Man hath a resurrection, and shall rise 

Above the perilous height from which he fell, 
Hevisit, like a God, his native skies. 

Or, failing heaven, accept the pains of hell ; 
But thou shalt never from thy winding sheet 

Leap with a burst of thunder, and begin, 
God full in view, that anthem to repeat, 

Bom to the soul triumphant over sin. 
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LXIV. 

Accursed for man—no Saviour died for thee; 

And yet there is a promise darkly read 
In the good word of life, that seems to be 

A pledge of future blessings on thy head : 
When the earth melts -with heat, and the heavens wrap 

Their skies together, as a scribe his scroll, 
The world to come shall nourish in her lap 

Becovered nature, and a ransomed souL 



LXV. 

Clothed with eternal verdure every hiB, 
Waving celestial harvests every plain, 

The glory of our God is come, and will 
Abide,^ and never be withdrawn again : 

No ante-state to purify our dust, 
No hope of heaven to lure us home to God, 

The vision of our God rewards our trust, 

IT 

And all are sons confessed who kissed the rod. 
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LXVI. 

Conception of a God— that kingdom still, 

Shall widen, strengthen, cover every land — 
Sit upon thrones, or topple them, until 

Conscience, no longer bleeding, shall demand, 
Receive, and hold in every human breast, 

Unrivalled empire. Age of ages, come, 
Divide "with men the fortunes of the blest — 

Give us a glimpse of heaven to lure us home I 

LXVU. 

Who clothed thee with such grace ? Who made thy power 

A symbol for infinitude of might — 
Saw nature struggle in thy natal hour — 

Thy future annals as thy past shall write ? 
Sees universal nature at a glance — 

Scoffs at thy power as thou dost scoff at men — 
In whom all things retire, from whom advance ? 

Look up and see Hiip, for thou canst, and then, 
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Lxvin. 
Roll on, perpetual cadence, to the skies, 

Confess tlie God who made thee, with a voice 
Louder than thousand thunders— higher rise 

With thy hoarse chaunt, as when all seas rejoice, 
To Him, whose eye thy waters first surveyed, 

Who still regards thee with unchanging smile, 
Before whose whisper, all thy thunders fade. 

And who forbears to fire thy funeral pile. 



ANT^US, 



10* 



Aiq-T^US. 



♦♦• 



What man would be the giant 

Antfflus, of old fable, 
Who rose from earth defiant, 

To throttle heroes, able ? 

Touch with bold hand thy mother, 
And swear it on God's altar, 

Pledged to all men, a brother — 
Nothing that path shall alter. 



228 ANTuEUS. 

Then from thy mother rismg, 
Antieiis quite outrival, 

By feats of arms surprisiiig, 
And by the dead^s reTiraL 



Or be the myth, a river, 
The desert irrigating — 

Be affluent as a giver, 
Applause, but God^s forsaking. 



Or be the myth translated. 
As good preventing evil — 

Unbind the wretch ill-fated, 
Kigh conquered of the devil. 



Or be the myth, confusion 

To winds charged with disaster— 
Pursue to dissolution, 

The falsehood, flying faster. 
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Or be the myth, the sequel 
Of Right with Wrong contending- 

Prove thyself more than equal 
To Wrong, where'er offending. 



life were an even battle, 
Death still his trophy winning, 

Man, of his toys would prattle, 
Child, as at life's beginning. 



But for some earnest spirit. 
To prove his power potential — 

With flag in hand, to rear it 
Nearer the life essential. 



But for some inspiration, 
Caught by some gallant leader. 

To prompt and lead a nation, 
Till God by arms has freed her. 



230 ANT-fiUS. 

But for some voice retuTning 

Echo on echo, ever, 
Each, in some bosom burning, 

Till death its hold shall sever. 



But for some bold confessor, 
Who, from the blazing faggot, 

Baptizes his successor, 
A flame, winged from a maggot. 



But for the voice of ages, 
Besounding like a torrent. 

The praise of Virtue's wages) 
Vice — of her rags abhorrent. 

But for the overflowing 
Of some sublime emotion. 

For strength and Tolhme, showing 
A likeness of the ocean. 
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But for some seer, foretelling 
The height of man's ascension, 

By stripe on stripe, compelling 
Him — up from his declension. 



But for the ball and powder, 
To startle nerves, so steady, 

They buffet Truth— till louder 
She shouts— for God, make ready. 



But for some Tell, to gather 
From mountain-slope and valley 

The hearts, would perish rather, 
Than last, by God to rally. 



But for some voice, ascending 
As if to reach a planet — 

So blax5k a cloud hnpending. 
Faith looks to God to man it. 



232 ANT^US. 

But for some voice retuming — 
"Follow, brave men, your leader! 

The Wrong by bullets spuming, 
The Right— I AM wiU speed her." 



"But for Despair, electing 

Not death, but life eternal — 
And for her grave selecting 
A winding sheet supemaL 



But for the ' undertaker, 
In shroud and cap interring, 

The Truth, when all forsake lier, 
God— His return deferring. 



But for some note as tender 
As dove pours dove a-wooing, — 

Heard, all the earth shall render 
The praise on love ensuing. 
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Bat for some chief, still rearing 
His flag, no staff to hold it, 

And death to him appearing, 
Last in his arms to fold it. 



Bat for the exaltation 

Of Vice o'er Virtue wounded, 
ProYoking indignation, 

From heaven to earth resounded. 



Caught thus th,e fable's meaning, 
Wise not with lore pedantic, 

Not life her falsehood screening, 
Bise up a soul gigantic. 



Outlustre every hero. 

On kings look down with laughter, 
From Pharaoh down to Nero — 

On all have followed after. 



234 ANTJEU3. 

Be of all men, the wonder, 
Of God, the admiration — 

And Power, all power is under, 
Snatch for the world^s salvation. 



Thine be it, man, to thunder 
As if thy voice were single, 

Till chains all burst asunder, 
Ears of all tyrants tingle. 



Thine be it, man, to labor 
Till wiser thou, and better, 

Thy light illumes thy neighbor. 
Thou read a living letter. 



Be it thy care to mellow 
With age — and ever humble, 

Confess the wretch thy feUow 
Whose feet toward thee stumble. 
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Be it thy pride to chensh 
Wife, child, and sire, and mother — 

Yet when a wretch would perish, 
Be to his soul a brother. 



Bear a stout heart, my brother, 
And not for fear or favor — 

Scout or forsake another. 
Or jeer at lowly labor. 



All are one clay, God teUs us, 
Yet Pride denies it stoutly. 

And Hell-ward quite compels us, 
When praying most devoutly. 



Be it thy task to lighten 
The gne£ and care of others, - 

And every cord to tighten, 
That binds the race as brothers. 
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Thou hast indeed a sister, 
Whose face thou may'st remember, 

Yet thou hast scarcely missed her, 
Once of thy house a member. 



Find her, and treat her kindly, 

Albeit lost, forsaken — 
Christ clearly taught, not blindly. 

Such have His kingdom taken. 



Shalt thou ignore His teaching. 
Who all the wise confounded. 

And set thyself to preaching 
A grace by Pride expounded? 



Beware, as thy true standing. 
Is on the edge of danger — 

Sublime thy understanding 
Of Christ, His cross and manger. 
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Onward, by His example, 

Press on, more and more speedy. 
And by His precept, trample 

The proud, and raise the needy. 



Enough, when death has ended 
Thy work and life God-feaong, 

If Christ be not offended. 
So small thy love appearing. 



For what yet longer waiting ? 

Thy duty plain — pursue it — 
Of Providence cease prating. 

Or die a fool, and rue ifc. 



Be it thy pleasure, often 

To heal the sick and wounded. 
So feel thy own heart soften, 

The more its depths be sounded. 
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Put on thy cloak at midniglit, 
By prayer and alms attended, 

And from tliy fece shed sunlight 
Where'er thy steps have wended. 



Lo I brother, the earth trembles 
Beneath her curse and sorrow. 

And he with Christ dissembles, 
Who waits to toil to-morrow. 



Asleep at noon, my brother? 

I blush if thou, a mortal, 
An hour, and now another, 

Would sleep, as though immortal. 



Some heart for life is pleading, 
Some its true life betraying. 

And each some word is needing. 
Far from the fold a-straying. 
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So half the race lie waiting, 
By care and labor doubled, 

For vigor re-creating, 

Oft as the Fool is troubled. 



Wear for the proud and lowly — 
One smile, one frown for either. 

To WTa,th or strife move slowly. 
Yet bear a wrong from neither. 



* Life, with its pages written. 
Has chapters to be blotted, 
Would life were half out-striken. 
Were half its fame unspotted. 



Cast loose from the delusion. 
That man is fortune merely. 

And drag from his seclusion. 
Who wears God's image, clearly. 
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A beggar may have found it, 
To gild his rags with glory, 

Or wound his heart around it, 
To charm from life its story. 



Whene'er we find it, nearer. 
Yet nearer till we greet it ; 

Seen last, it shall seem dearer. 
Than the first time we meet it. 



Loyed, were that image dearly, 
Our gold might bum like stubble. 

True wealth, seen then more clearly, 
Than seen in care and trouble. 



Who strike, while God is fighting 

By man, the war of ages- 
Shall from His hand have knighting. 
Or heaven — slain while it rages. 
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So many trust in numbers, 
So many wait to-morrow, 

The scourge the field encumbers, 
Our cheer, a wail of sorrow. 



So few have nerves so steady, • 
Have eyes so fixed, unquaxUng, 

As to be ever ready 
To charge the foe assailing. 



Cry out for valor loudly, 

For men — not squadrons merely, 
For ranks, shall move on proudly 

To fame— or buy it dearly. 



Ye men of nerve and muscle, 
Te men who think profoundly. 

In lifers retreat or bustle. 
Fight well — and then sleep soundly. 
11 
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Whatever be thy condition^ 
O man, accept it kindly- 

Ignore a false sabmission, 
As if God acted blindly. 



Thy fall, like thy ascension, 
Is of thyself— God willing — 

Who would no man's declension, 
In man, his rise instilling. 



Slave, be thy mind unlettered, 

Thy tongue His truth may stammer- 
So, if thy limbs be fettered, 
Snatch with thy hand His hammer. 



Man, at the height of glory, 
Man, famished in the hoyel, 

Did each reyeal his story. 
Our ears had nothing novel. 
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Both, were as one narration, 
Him first — and Him the seqael- 

Of his — who sways a nation, 
Of his — though less, his equal. 



Both, too, had added truly, 
God^s balance may be trusted, 

Shall ne'er incline imduly, 
Held in His hand adjusted. 



One bore a cross — distinction, 
One hailed its compensation — 

This, seemed as life's extinction. 
That, as life's exaltation. 



Yet both, when closely sifted, 
One cruise of life presented, 

And one to leeward drifted. 
The other's wreck prevented. 
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Life, thus unequal eeeming— 
Still by his own election, 

Man rises, man— or dreaming, 
Has sloth— Ms own selection, ' 

Sometimes the skies look dreary, 
And bellow peals of thunder, 

Of life we grow so weary. 
We snap its cord asunder. 

Yet all the clouds are driyen 
Across the sky, to teach. us. 

What bolts our hearts have riven, 
Are bolts that never reach us. 

Were men as wise as beavers— 
Or had the emmet's cunning. 

Like them— in God, believers, 
Ko man from life were running. 
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No— he would grapple proudly 
The storm, and snatch its treasure, 

Would call for tempests loudly, 
His crescent strongth to measure* 



A sea, and not a billow, 
A sun, without declension, 

Were life, stretched on a pillow — 
Its growth— a child's diinension. 



No planet, hailed thy natal. 
Is life for thee deciding, 

Has cast a ray so fatal. 
Thy feet are backward sliding. 

Stand — all but thee is falling — 

Man only is eternal, 
And God aloud is calling, 

Rise — girt with power supernal. 
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O, to awake from slumber, 
To be a man, and show it, 

And all good deeds outnumber, 
And only others know it. 



Such is sublime ambition, 
And not the cheat that tarries. 

To build her own condition, 
Or failing, virtue marries. 



O, to be great, and ready 

To raise the worthy higher- 
Bold, his weak steps to steady. 
Whom fortune thrusts behind her. 



Be as a man, the greater, 
In common all are little — 

Seek greatness, not await her. 
And found — ^yield not a tittle. 
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Great, not like Alexander, 
But great like greater Howard, 

The last, a brave commander, 
The first, the veriest coward. 



If thou hast veiled thy features 
To serve a cause unholy — 

Repent — thy fellow-creatures, 
Are thine, and thou theirs wholly. 



Thou hast no life, divided 
From theirs, to do thy pleasure, 

Except the life derided. 
Of heaven and earth the treasure. 



O brother, false life ended, 
And true life just beginning, 

Thou shalt not be offended • 
With man, but for his sinning. 
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Our life is like the bubble, 

Adrift along the ocean, 
So trifling, though seen double, 
. It bursts without commotion. 



"We die — and all our places 
Are filled, and but to garble — 

When smiles relume all fieuses — 
Good deeds — declaims the marble. 



No cipher — be a unit ; 

No sluggard — be in earnest — 
Vice, do not shield — ^impugn it — 

For Virtue, stand the sternest. 



What but a sham is glory ? 

Or pride of life but folly ? 
Since with a head grown hoary, 

Their price is melancholy. 
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H fame be thy endeavor — 
Seek the applause of merit; 

Better— to live forever, 
And Christ himself inherit. 



11* 



OHIME&. 



CHIMES. 



• •• 



Joy!— rosy Joy! — 
Hal laggard Sun, 

Fly o'er the plains, 
Half thy course run, 

Joy, the goal gains. 
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Joy 1— bounding Joy I — 
Joy, sits the prow, 

Stands, at the helm, 
Waves cannot, now, 

Life overwhelm. 

Joy! — blushing JoyI— 
Love, yielding Love, 

Proof, to remain, 
Marriage — above. 

Must the bans gain. 

II. 

Fortunate Stars, 
Hallow our mirth. 
Smile on the Birth- 
Cry— Be of cheer, truest Wifef— 

Fortmiate Stars, 
Kiss the first-born. 
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Hence, Night and Mom — 
Pledge it, a meny, long life I 

Fortunate Stars, 

Flash us, a sign, 

We may divine, 
Ye, with our hope, are at peace I 

Fortunate Stars, 

Hal flashing light. 

Bright — and more bright— 
Pray, do not blind us, but cease I— 



in. 



Where shall I build me, a nest? 

Quoth, a good angel — ^ Build low, 
'Who, lowest Ijuild, find it best — 
There, the winds lightliest blow.' 
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Sweet, as tliy Love, all the day, 
Questing the vale, shall appear, 

Laden, and blithe as the May — 
Sweet — ^for his stay, was a year. 



Pearly with dlew, when the Morn 
Wakes — ^ye must rise, at his touch — 

Little — a shelter from scorn, 
Toil, never reaping too much. 



Low, then, TU build me, a nest, 
Thence, teach my younglings to fly — 

Risking no fall, ere they test 
Wings — must be proved, of the sky. 



Snug, in my nest, my true Mate, 
Me, hovers near, full of song — 

Pouring it, early and late, , 

Yet, never warbles, too long. 
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rv. 

Warp and woof, of gold — 
Sach the robe, I wear, 

New as ever— old. 
Bright as ever — ^bare. 

Let no sorry King, 

Dare to touch its hem — 
Weary Monarch, cling 

To thy diadem. 



Why, is it so rare? — 
I forbear to say — 

For, I must, beware. 
To apprise the Day. 

Toiled — for, in no mine, 
Woven in no loom — 

Diamonds o'er it shine, 
Till, for light, no room. 
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It is liglit as air, 
It is tough as steel — 

I, the tempest dare, 
Yet, a breath may feel. 



Every day, I see 
In it, beauty new, 

Tho' it all must be,. 
Eyer, in my -view. 



Eyes on eyes survey 
Me, when I appear — 

So, I steal away. 
Where, no eyes are near- 



And, alone, I tell 

All its threads of gold, — 
While it fits, so well, 

I shall ne^er grow old. 
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V. 

I have built me a house, so higbf 
Loye, can you tell all its tow'rs? 

Sleep, for no foe shall draw nigh, 
Breathe, but the incense of flowers. 

I have built me a house, so strong, 
Love, do you feel the winds blow?- 

Hush! — ^'twas the breeze stole along, 
Arming the storm, far below. 

I have built me a house, so great, 
Love, have you trod every hall? — 

Come — ^let us prove all our state, 
Half, were well bome^<^an we all? 

VI. 

Playing at games of a child. 
Sportive, o'er garden and lawn, 
Light, as the trip of a fawn, 

Ten years of life, undefiled. 
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Sweet, sncli a sight, all the year, 
Sweeter, when roses abound — ' 
Since, all the Queens, we had crowned. 

Cast her their garlands, when near. 



*AhI my own Love' broke the sire, 
*When her heart blooms, be it late — 
Since, when her heart mates with mate, 
What shall be ours, to desire?' 



*Who shall he be?-^and his name?— 
Where his domain ? ' — * Hush I my own. 
Heart unto Heart, fully shown, 
Publishes bans in God's name.' 



*Love, say not, ours, not our life- 
Well, may the heart with the hand, 
Wed— yet a dowry demand — 
Thro' Fortune's eyes, smiles the wife.' 
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' nasL !— lest a bird, half onr glee, 
Break, to the envy of foes — 
Haste, my Love, bring me a rose. 
What— but the Rose, I gaye thee?' 



No lily, now. 
Fair as her brow — 
No flow'r that blows. 
Half her j6y knows. 



All, now, her eye, 
Fills, is the sky — 
All her heart feels, 
Joy, it reveals. 



Lifej we forget. 
She has not yet. 
Learned — nor to weep 
life, we yet keep. 
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All I — ^her true smile, 
Coyers no guile — 
Lips, fit to kiss 
Mother — ^I wis. 

vn. 

Smiling— smiling—smiling I- 
Just when I frown, beguiling, 
By her smiling, all my life— 
My sweet Violet, my wife. 

Smiling — smiling — smiling I— 
When I am sad, beguiling, 
By her smiling, all my life— 
My own Violet, my wife. 

Smiling — smiling — smiling I — 
I go and come — ^beguiling, 
By my smiling, all her life— 
My true Violet, my wife. 
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Have a care I— Have a care I — 
I see nothing to . beware. 
Have a care 1— Have a care I — 
Winds blow foul as well as fair. 

« 

Have a care!— ^Have a carel— 
I see nothing to beware. 
Have a carel— -Have a carel — 
Who have fortune — fortune dare. 

Have a care!— Have a carel— 
I see nothing to beware. 
Have a care I — Have a care I — 
A full heart is its own snare. 

VIII. 

Beautiful Woman, 
Thou art quite human — 
Else, our much wooing, 
Were our undoing. 
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Thou art a smner, 
Like to the winner, 
Else, his caressing 
Life, were transgressing. 



All, who e'er view her, 
Prove, each, a wooer. 
And, to defend her. 
Win— and surrender. 



Charming, forever! — 
Say to US, never, 
Hence I— for till dying, 
We're from thee, flying. 



Lovers, ^despairing, 
She langhs^preparing 
Bridal adorning. 
For the 'next morning. 
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Her contradictioD, 
Our dereliction, 
Charm the one story, 
Time has made hoary. 



She will speak, lastly, 
Belch her scorn, yastly, 
like a volcano, 
Shall we dare, say, now 



Overmuch, fretting. 
She is forgetting. 
Turbulence—woman 
Ranks, less than human. 



Fly, at her bidding. 
So, thou' art ridding 
Thee, of her temper, 
Sure of -pesuce—semper. 
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She has ezclosiye 
Right, to delusive 
Smiles, to deception- 
For her protection. 



Half her compassion 
Wakes, ere her passion, 
Quite cleaves the ceiling,— 
Woman revealing. 



Do not, for dreading. 
Put off thy wedding- 
Less and less fear her. 
Near and more near her. 



When she is willing— 
Hast thou a shilling, 
Swift as from arson, 
Ply— to the parson* 



CHIMES. 207 



' Heed not her spurning, 
Patience returning — 
Siege — ia but duty, 
Due, to her beauty. 



But a brief folly, 
Her melancholy — 
Plea, under cover. 
For a new lorer. 



She loves, as purely, 
Last as first, surely, 
Him — ^who advances, 
Led, by her glances. 



Waking or sleeping, 
Safe, she is keeping 
Half her heart hidden, 
Knowle<^— forbidden. 
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* Thou, slialt know, never. 

Some things — forever, 
Prying and sibling, 
Even, till dying. 



So, in the sequel, 
She proves his equal, 
Doubtfully kneeling 
To love, appealing. 



Have thy deserving. 
Thus— by reserving 
Love, till who covet 
Love, shall first love it. 

Liquid, thy scorning. 
Soft, as good morning — 
Whispered, on rising. 
Fond ear— surpriping. 
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Sweet, thy consenting, 
After relenting, 
To our beseecliing. 
Patience, apt, teaching. 



Langb, at our sighing, 
Ejss us— replying. 
Heart for heart, -willing, — 
Trae life, falfflling* 



Spite, of first sinning. 
Thou art worth winning — 
Thrice three times pleasing, 
For thine arch teasing. 



Heart, so apparent, 
Is not transparent, — 
Subtlety, taking 
Anns, at ,troth-breaking. 
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With an eye, flashing, 
Hopes she is dashing— 
Still, his deserving, 
Heart— half reserving. 



She nevier trembles, 
When she dissembles- 
Nature excuses 
In her, abuses. 



Mortal, she must be, 
Man, but to trust thee^- 
None e*er discover 
Wings, but a lover. 



Wingless, tUl dying, 
Think not of flying-^ 
By our side, walking, 
Us, addm— talking. 



^ 



CHIMES. 271 

She may be sighing, 
Or, half replying 
Nay, to thy wooing— 
Oyermuch suing. 



Ah! silly JBuitor, 
She remains neater — 
Scarcely believing, 
Till thou art leaving. 



From her eye, gliding- 
She, quick deciding, 
Follows— preventing 
Flight— by consenting. 



Tost no epistle, 
In her ear whistle- 
She, for such daring, 
Waits half despairing. 
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She is the sweetest, 
When she is fleetest — 
Scouts at doll wooing, 
Halts—thou, pursuing. 



Man, tho' ungainly. 
Woo her, not vainly — 
She'll never trample 
On a heart, ample. 



Or, if she do it. 
She'll live to rue it — 
And conquered, finely. 
Love thee, divinely. 



She may love many, 
Not wed with any— 
Heart, torn asunder, 
By her old blunder. 
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She, is oft feigning 
Joy— her cheek waning— 
For, once believing. 
Aye, is deceiying. 



Man, treat a woman, 
As she were human — 
Faults— proToke nuiny, 
Loye, never, any. 



She was made charming. 
But, for disarming 
Thee— and so tender, 
Man, to defend her. 



So, do your duty — 

Swear, by her beauty, 

Man, to esteem her, 

Lost— to redeem her. 
12* 
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Bhe, tried for treason, 
Oft, agfdnst Reason— 
Casts the noose oyer 
Neck of a lorer. 



Ah I her emotion, 
Swells like the Ocean, 
As she sighs—lying* 
Sure, of not djing. 



Now, yon shall please her, 
Best, if yott tease her — 
Cheeks pale or flashing, 
Suddenly— blushing. 



Queer— she is queerer, 
If you but fear her— 
Woman, O brother, 
Tho* she^ our mother! 
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Viewed, altogether, 
Who shall say, whether, 
Too much applauding, 
Truth—is defrauding? 



Ah! doubting poet- 
Do yoii not know it, 
License to praise her, 
Higher, can^t raise her? 



On the stars, standing, 
She is commanding 
Us— ever trying — 
To effect flying. 



If, we could reach her. 
Much, we might teach her, 
Sadly, befel us. 
On Mater T£Qm. 
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Sometimes, howeyer, 
Spite of endeavor — 
Slie is seen— falling — 
Loud, for help calling. 



Then, man, to snatch her, 
Ere the Deep catch her, 
Were royal merit, 
Few Eongs inherit. 



Put not the query, 
Why, of life weary?— 
Who, thy betrayer? 
You— who last slay her. 



Blossoming, ever, 
She, withholds, never, 
Perfimie— denying 
Half, until dying. 
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Too long, deciding, 
She may be gliding 
Onward — quite nettled, 
SWs still, unsettled. 



Time, tho* bereaving 
Beauty — ^is leaving 
Her, a heart, better. 
Braids a love fetter. 



Hal it is fiinny, 
How she loves money — 
Less, for its uses. 
Than its abuses. 



If she should blunder. 
Is it a wonder. 
Wags, should be witty. 
Out of sheer ]^ity?— 
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If she speak coldly, 
Still, greet her, boldly- 
Sneak i^bt, as: felon 
Sneaks, wltli & melon. 



At any season, 
Run, for one reason— 
Wlien she discoyers. 
Wed— many lovers. 



Is her heart jealous i — 
Runl — some may tell us, 
Run? — not helieye it — 
Stay — and relieve it. 



When a storm rages— 
Read her Sin^s wages, 
From a Book taken. 
She's quite forsaken. 
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Sweet, ripe and charming, 
She's not alamdng, 
Saye, to him misses 
One of her kisses. 



Woman, so tender. 
Darkly, oflDond her— 
Hers, no such thtmder, 
Bolls, the skies under. 



Man, thou wert quaffing 
Wine— or wert laughing, 
Aye — ^were all breaches 
Healed, of soft speeches. 



Ah I me— I wonder. 
If 'tis a blunder. 
Men, are bom, stronger, 
Just, td lire longer t— 
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Aht me— no blunder, 
If claps of thunder 
Him, must be cleaying, 
Scarce a trunk, leaying. 



She is mutation — 
E'er since creation, 
One— yet diversely, 
Loying, perversely. 



Love is no fitble, 
With a heart, able, 
All, to surrender. 
Love to engender. 



Stealing caresses, 
Toy with her tresses, 
Till thy heart sicken. 
Or, its pulse quicken. 
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Calm and foul weather, 
Chafing together- 
Such, woman, truly. 
Ne'er loyed, unduly. 

Ah! chamung woman. 
Since, thou art human — 
Chide not my singing, 
Nobody stinging. 

\ 

IX. 

Who, is so wise as the fool? — 

Who is so happy as he?— 
He puts the blush on the school. 

Cries, all are wretched, but me. 

Follow your censure, with scorn. 
He smirks and laughs in your face, — 

He, is the only man, bom. 
Stands, high atop of the race. 
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Qaestion his right to a throne. 
He more than proves his conceit. 

Proving a reabn, as his own — 
Lays all the world, at his feet. 



Hint to the loon, a lost sense — 
Lost?— he has doubled its pow'r; 

Reason is arrant pretence — 
True wit is madness in flow'r* 



Dare, for the nonce, barb a jest. 
He is as ready as thou — 

Proves his own vaunt by the test. 
While you escape, with a bow. 



Reason and madness agree. 
Once — ^in the main, so diverse, 

Both, are afloat, on a Sea— 
Neither, is fit to traverse. 
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Once, cried my heart to a bird, 
Wliere is tliy home?— mine is not — 

On, the bird sang — ^never stirred. 
Sang, and my ay, soon forgot. 



Still, cried my heart to the bird, 
Tell me, O, where is thy home? — 

Vext, ''he replied— * Hast not heard. 
Who, owns the field, where I roam? 



XI. 

Did the skies fall, 
What had we canght? 

Nothing, of all, 
There, we most sought. 
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Skies, still, remain, 
High, oyerhead I 

More wealth, we gain, 
Fare better, dead. 



Yet, we babes cry — 
O for a Start 

Fling us one, Sky, 
Ton orb, afar. 



Stars, as they fall, 
Flash and expire — 

Say, are not all 
Stars, flakes of fire? 



Hand, on your brow, 
'Shading your eyes, 

See yonr wish, now, 
Bide down the skies. 
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Hal hal O Kan, 

Heins to your mirth 1— 
Stand if you can 

Square, on the Earth. 



How your legs reel I 
How your eyes stare I 

Hal the crash feel, 
Man should beware. 



I'll laugh at thee, 
Man— for I must — 

Laugh thou, at me. 
Thrust, parry, thrust. 



Hear, what I say, 
Say it to me — 

live— live, alway, 
In the— To Be. 
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Hide enough wealth, 
Then, cry out— Hold 1 

Sowing by stealth, 
TJnhoarded gold. 

Little, in hand, 
Much, on the 8ea«- 

So, mountain, standi 
Eternally 1— 

zn. 

Who win, and then esteem?— 

Nor you, nor T, 
We all woo sleep, to dream: 

Awake — ^we die. 



Sleep, is a World unknown, 
We touch, by night, — 

It is no reahn, our own, 
In Fortune's right. 



CHiMss. 287 

Its natives are bedight 

With star-like gems. 
Whose wealth bedazzles Night, 

With diadems. 



For why, do we go there?— 
To quaff their wine? 

They quaff no wine— but are, 
Sober— divine. 



It seems, nor day, nor nighty 

Not, both in one — 
A Heaven inflames our sight, 

A Heav'n? — No, none. 



A vision haunts our bed, 
With reaching hand — 

We, silent, raise the head, 
No sign demand. 
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It is a shape so fair, 
"We blush and smile — 

Mark, how it fades to air, 
And sigh, meanwhile. 



Now, looming to full height, 

A spectre stands — 
It fh)wns, triumphant Might, 

Bolts, in its hands. 



We scout U—and then, think, 
How bold is strength I 

Just, at the point, we shrink. 
Fall, at full length. 



Fair, sweetest shape, of all, 

Adventures, last — 
Yet, ere its footsteps fall, 

Has flitted, past. 



CHIMES* 280 



We break a wish, to stay 

Beyond the Night — 
A voice ascends — *Away 

O Fools— 'tis Ught.' 

Now, when is past the Night> 
They troop, no more — 

We follow— out of sight 
Hope— as before. 



, xin. 



Look for the truth in the Sea, 
Look for the stars in a well. 

Never, look where they must be, 
Down — ^where their eyes weeping, felL 

Stand on a mountain, and cry, 

* Babes, far below — look at mel'— 
They — thou a point, to the eye — 

* Yes— with your optics to see.' 

13 
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stand, on a cliff, by the Sea, 
Say to the waves, feigning sleep- 
*Men, ye may drown, but not me, 
So, I shall venture a leap.' 



*Man, is a fool,' you protest, — 
Ay, and must ever be such — 

* But— you retort — ^it is best 

Few, the wise apple, should touch.' 



So, ere the poet can speak, 
Argument, closes with thee — 

Leaving a blush for a cheek, 
Curious, whose it shall be. 



Thou art Philosopher Right — 
If, all the ages be wrong: 

For a torch, dipt in such light, 
ni sing thee, infinite song. 
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xrv. 



There is a dungeon in the heart, 
We shrink to enter— ere we do, 

We blow the candle out — yet, start, 
Still, shudder, at the scenes we view. 

There, Lust surprised, affects a smile, 
There, Lie on Lie erects its head. 

There, a huge Monster, sleeps the while. 
So crammed with life, he seemeth dead. 

There, harpies thro' the horror flit. 
And spoil the feast as soon as spread, 

And famished ghouls beside it sit, 
Who cram with poison— and are — dead. 

The oaths we break, at will, are there. 
In shapes, that dare th' affrighted eye, 

A group, their faces, plump and fair. 
With dance and song, go whirling by. 
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We know what meaneth all tlie scene, 
We never saw ourselves— before ; 

What life we live behind a screen, 
life, we live o'er and o'er and o'er. 



Thick drops of sweat stand on the brow, 
Our senses swim/— our knees do quake, 

We would retire — but cannot, now. 
Transfixed, by every breath, we take. 



When we have speech — 'O leave to fly I 
It is enough— seal up the door I ' — 

We breathe the day, and then deny 
The vision true, we see no more. 



O wonder, passing all our sleep I — 
Our wonder most that it can be — 

We smile we are not that we weep. 
We hide ourselves, and others flee. 
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Yet, O Man, witliiii thee, dwelleth, 
In a lighted chamber, lonely, 

One, who in good deeds excelleth^ 
"Wrought, by earnest whispers, only. 



Kot a sister hast thou, fairer, 
Kot the smile she smiles is human. 

And, for sweetness, she is rarer 
Than all loyeliness in woman. 



Far from Court, so long residing. 
All her robes are out of fashion, 

As her wont, tho' ever chiding, . 
She has never felt a passion. 



If thou shalt but do her bidding. 
And, * nay— nay,' return her neyer. 

Thou shalt be thy fortunes, ridding 
Of the Demon's blight, foreyer. 
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Enter in, at once, and see her — 
She will give thee cordial greeting: 

Thought, the latest, -were to flee her, 
When thy heart with her is beating. 



XV. 

O, let me meet my foe, by day, 
O Night, be frank and give me sleep I- 
Life-long my courage I shall keep, 

With fair, to chequer life's foul play. 

O Day, not always play the loon. 
Be often gracious, calm, serene — 
Let drops of pity, fall between 

The matin hour and hour of noon. 

O Day, I have a right to thee, 
Not any title, to the Night — 
My own, is barely, life in sight, 

For frowns, of course, once, smile on me. 
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Day— thou hast heard me— O, how sweet I — 
Thy smile is like a triple sun — 
What charm of mine, thy heart has won, 

Me, knelt, thy victor, at thy feet? — 



A victor, in such plight? — 
He must have won — by flight — 
If, these the bays he won, 
So, withered by the Sun, 
All, down his forehead, drooping, 
As he treads feebly— stooping. 



I cried to him, aloud, 

humble man, or proud, 

1 trow, thou art from far, 
A man of* peace or war? — 
He, mildly — * Either ' — stooping, 
His bays, still, sadly drooping. 
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I feared the victor — mad, 

So strange an air, lie had — 

Yet, he assured my fear, 

Adventured, now, more near — 

And — 'Hear me, madman' — stooping, 

His bays, still, sadly drooping. 



*I, mad?— Old man— a careP — 
He, bland and debonair — 

*A11 men are mad — but such, 
As never know too much' — 

*I notlung know' — and stooping, 
EGs bays seemed scarcely drooping. 

*I nothing know' — ^he said — 
'*A11 I have won — have fled' — 
My eye had sought his face. 
It dazzled me with grace — 
He seemed — tho' lower stooping- 
Erect— no bays were drooping. 



I 

I 
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XVI. 

ToU— toU— toU— 

Heayy, the peal of the bell: 
Knoll— knoll— knoll— 
*Gk)d, have thee, soul, — fare thee wdL* 

Toll— toll— toll- 
Cheery the peal of the beU: 
Knoll— knoll— knoll— 
*Soul, which in sight — Heaven or Hell?' — 

Toll— toU— toU— 

Lively, the peal of the beU: 
KnoU—knoll— knoll— 
* Home I — hearts abroad, fare ye welL* 



xvn. 



Bury the dead, without tears — 

Bury the living, instead: 
13* 
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Due, to our days, to our years, 
Grie^ tell our eyes he wept — ^red. 

Weep 1— as the eyeball dilates, 
It shall find ray after ray — 

One ray, a thousand, creates — 
Night — it is mom — ^it is day I — 

Tears, are but crystallized joy — 
Laughter, but sorry complaint: 

Neither, shall either, destroy. 
Both, ready salts, for the faint. 

Home, we return from the grave: 
One voice is not, at our board^ 

Absent, the presence, we crave — 
Soon— we forget, — are restored. 

Cheerily, so, we weep — 
Pressing our hearts, to be glad, 



CHIMES. 

Lest, they betray, over-sad, 
Secrets of dole — we keep. 

Cheerily, so, we weep, 

On, from the moment we start. 
On— till we beg to depart. 

Hopefully, long, to sleep. 



299 



xvm. 

Whither, we flee, 
StDl, the wide Sea — 
Sea, of the Past and To Be, 
AH, we once had, smik, and we, dumb. 
Looking for nothing, bat eyil, to come. 



Men, we are such, 

But, a bold touch, 

Moyes us, yet never, too much — 
Ere, stricken blind, we never see, 
And, till the storm bursts, we never shall flee. 
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Men, it is light 1 — 

Land is in sight, 

Whither, we drifted, by night — 
But, can we speak tongues spoken there? — 
Ay — ^'tis our Fatherland — moor anywhere. 

Men, cast an eye, 

Oft, on the Sky, 

Borrow wings, thither to fly — 
'Tis a short flight for a stout wing; 
Hoi birds of passage, be ready for Spring* 



XIX. 

Died — of a broken heart I — 
Who lets a heart break, of care? — 
Ask, if ye will— but, beware. 

Died— of a broken heart I — 
How ? — as our grain turns to gold. 
Ours, not the kernel, the mould. 
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Died — of a broken heart! — 
When? — as Ji^rsh farewells are said, 
Friends, treating friendship, as dead. 

Died — of a broken heart I — 
Ay — ^more have died, than yet be, 
"Why? — the grave, silent — and we. 

Died— of a broken heart 1 — 
Ay — and his grave, gaping wide. 
Beckons his Love, to his side. 



XX. 

Some, would be lone in the Town— 

I would be lone, far afield; 
As, not to beajp the World's frown, 
I have to Nature appeal'd. 

She demands, earnest, her eye, 
Smiling, as men never do, r 
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'Swear, by tlie Earth and the Sky^ 
Man— am I false? — ^am I true?' 



*Thou, art a child, I opine— 

Find, in thy heart, all the race^ 
There, all, to shun, to decline. 
There, all of good, to embrace.' 



* Far, fjrom the congress of men, 

Wisdom, is freedom of choice — 
Enter the Town — and again. 
Wisdom — the multiplied voice.' 

* Flying the horn and halloo. 

Wisdom, the pack at her heels, 

Proves me, her child-ship is true — 

Mine — and her face she reveals.' 



I would be bred, by the Sea, — 
Science, yet strives in her womb: 
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Mountains, my conquest, shall be, 
Boom — for my triumphs, more room!— 

XXI.' 

Trying to live— with a heart. 

Ready to burst, if %& do — 
Such, is our life's major part. 

Debt, to our greater life, due. 

Trying to live — ^when the Grave, 

Scourges its sleeper, by night — 
Charged of the laggard, to crave 

Haste — ^hotter haste, to delight. 

Trying to live — as in dreams, 

Phantom with phantom, will wed, 
Kissing the Moon, for her beams. 

Soft, on thfi nuptial rite, shed. 

Trying to live— every day. 
Driving our hope to the wall, 
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Ours, but a license, to stay, 
Wrung, from the Life of us alL 

Trying to live— who live, long. 
Telling each pulse of the heart? — 

Life never cries to us— strong, 
Never, shakes hands, till we part. 

Trying to live, in such plight, 
She could not — entreated release — 

So, on a soft summer night, 
God, kissed her soul, with his peace. 



XXII. 



All the sheaves gathered, but one — 

One, still, is green in the leaf : 
Reaper, thy work were well done, 
Late, were thy harvest begun. 
And the day sickly and brief. 
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Hast thou no grain, in the ear, 
Ripe — or by mildew, or frost, 
rit, for the gamer, or bier. 
Meet, for the sickle— to clear — 
Both — to life's usages, lost? — 

If, thou couldst see with my eye. 

If, with my heart, thou couldst feel- 
Thou, wouldst say — ^reading the sky — 
'Twill be too wet, or too dry. 
So, I'll keep whetting my steel. 

Yes, thou wouldst say to thy greed, 

When all my gamers I fill, 
111 have enough for my need, — 
So, ye may scatter your seed. 
Reaping the harvest at will. 

Why dost thou, never once, sow? 
Always preparing to reap— 
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Aye— ere the seed can half grow, 
Ere, it is warmed of the snow, 
Just, as it ventures to creep? 

I know enough of thy creed, 

Which, is to take, without pay- 
As for a stint to thy greed. 
It shall not be, while a seed 
Blushes a tint, to the day. 

Yet, if thou must all the grain, 

Green, with the ripe — and the tares. 
Let ];Lot the nettles remain 
Last — ^to our loss and thy gain — 
Else, with the good, ill, it fares. 

Keep a keen edge, on thy blade, 

So, shall its wounds be as none — 
And when the daylight shall fade. 
Count o'er the wealth, thou hast made, 
Ere, to the field, with the Bun. 
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Ah I hast thou nothing to learn ^— 

I trow, thou hast, much indeed — 
First — not a bundle to bum, 
l^ext — not the husk to return 

Us, for the kernel we need. 



Would, thou wert blind, for a dayl- 
Ahl didst thou sicken and sleep, 

Not many bosoms would pray 
'Christ, let the Reaper, do gray, 
Wake, on the morrow, to reap.' 

Thou art a Fisher— I trow, 

Casting a net in the Sea — 
Nor, till the winds foully blow, 
And the boat sinks as we row. 
Is it rare fishing for thee. 

Long, as the Art thou hast plied, 
Has a fish broken thy net? — 
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Hast tlion the marvel espied, 
Of a fish, caught, ere he died? 
Hal ha! old Fisher— not yet. 

If I were you— I would say, 

Now I will fish with a bait, 
So, didst thou angle, all day, 
E'en till the night wore away. 
Still, for a bite thou shouldst wait. 

Thou art so hateful, to eyes. 

Fishes, diye low in the Deep — 
And as thy baits are but lies, 
But, for the stars, their surprise. 
Hungry, thy net thou must sweep. 

Pardon me. Death, when I say. 

Thou art a thief— and forbear. 
Me, a truth-teller, to slay, 
E'en till the close of the day. 
When, not to die — ^were despair. 
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Scornfully, dost thou ask, why? 

Insolence, then, is thy shield : 
S^ — ^are not all who must die, 
Stolen of thee, from the Sky? — 

Yield, to the proof— felon, yield I 

Fisher and Reaper — in one. 

What shalt thou do, when the Sea 
Dries— and the rain and the Sun 
Cease — ^and a World has begun. 

Where, all the dead laugh at thee?— 

Ah I— like thy fame, thy reply— 
*I shall have plenty of com, 
Growing atop of the Sky — 
If, all shall die and not I : 
Such only die as are bom.* 

Since, thou wilt laugh at the grave, 
Keeping no pillow for thee, 
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Only, this boon, I would crave, 
Thou shalt a home, for me, saye, 
And for the homeless, like me. 

Thou art an Archer — and fleet, 

Fleet, are thine arrows, as light — 
Tho', with a snule, we may greet 
Thee— or may fall, at thy feet, 
Thou, wilt do wrong, to do right. 

See yonder child, at her play. 

Questing the flow'rs, for a mate — 
Hast thou a heart, to say — nay, 
Now, she entreats thee, to slay. 
Slay her, an hour or two, late? 

Yonder, a man, with thin hair. 

Sways to the sport of the gale — 
Begs thee, no longer to spare 
Him — as he shrieks, in despair, 
*Why, do thine arrows all fail?' — 



1 
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Tonder, a man, in his pride, 

Walks, as the earth were his own, 
Clings, by a blush, to his side, 
One, for whose love he had died — 

Hold I— couldst thou leaye her->alone?^ 



Mad, thou art Archer, I know. 

Else, for a mark, thou wouldst seek, 
Never, too high— but so low, 
Cried, all, at bending thy bow, 
* Nerve, for the Archer, so weak.* 

Thou art a Tyrant, withal. 

And, it is best, thou art such — 
Mercy to some and not all. 
More than thy rod, would appal 
Me, when I covet thy touch. 

Thine, is the logic of Might — 
Ay — no assize thou wilt hold, 
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Wherein, the Wrong and the Right, 
Plead — with the balance in sight. 
Swaying, with pitiful gold. 

When Bhalt thou learn to be jtistf 

Comely, to look on, when near? — 
So, such as shrink to be dust, 
Struck, by thy beauty, may trust, 
Thee, for a merciful bier? 

I, do not welcome thee, now, 
I, cannot trust thee, as yet, 
Touch not the bloom, on my brow, 
Bid me, a'dieu, with a bow, — 
Come, when my youth, I forget. 



xxoi. 



Weary, weary Heart, 
Steal of Death, the start- 



\ 
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Beat, each moment, stronger. 
Live, a little longer. 

Weary, weary Heart, 

Not so weak thou art, 

As the giant Sorrow, "^ 

Who must faint, to-morrow. 

Weary, weary Heart, 
Hide behind thy smart, 
Cry — all, thou art needing — 
* Bleed, O wound, keep bleeding!' 

Weary, weary Heart, 
Act the wiser part — 
Rather starve, than borrow, 
To repent, to-morrow. 

Weary, weary Heart, 

Joy and grief, apart, — 

And the breast were hollow, 

With no clue, to follow. 
14 
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brave woman's Heart, 

1 know all thou art, — 
Born, to weakness— rising, 
And, all strength, surprising. 

Life, begin thy wooing 

Of the breeze, its flight pursuing, 

Better wooing, now, 

Than, late, with knotted brow. 

To be sighing, sighing, sighing— 

Not a heart, to thine, replying. 

Life, begin ascending| 

Ere, the stricken trunk is bending, 

Better, push ahead, 

"When, life to life is wed, 

Than when vying, vying, vying. 

Thy poor age, the strong defying. 

Life, begin achieving. 

Ere admonished, life is leaving — 
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Better, labor well, \ *" 
When blows are bold and tell— 
Than when trying, trying, trying — 
To hold back an hour, from dying. 

life, begin thy weeping, 

For the dust beneath thee sleeping. 

Tears, are fitter shed, 

When living, for the dead, 

Than when lying, lying, lying. 

At thy door, a grave descrying. 

AH we have, is going. 

All we had — is gone — 
We are ever sowing, — 

Death stands looking on, 
Saying — saying — saying — 

111 have joy — anon. 

All our life is fading. 
All has been— is fled-— 
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We, are ever lading ' 

Down, our backs with dead, 
Saying— saying— saying— 

With our dnst we'll wed. 

All we hope is rising, 
All we hoped — ^is set — 

Still, we laugh, surprising 
life, with courage, yet — 

Saying— saying— saying— 
We our wish shall get. 

E'er hope nothing greater, 
Than the wish we find— 

For, not now— but later, 
Life shall lag behind. 

Saying— saying — saying — 
Death — is to my mind. 

All, who set to thinking, 
Sorely must be mad. 
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Since, who look — are sbrinking 
From their faces — sad, 

Saying— saying— sayiBg— 
They are "wisest — ^glad. 

All our life is hid 

As within its shell—- 
In a box, whose lid 

God can open, welL 

Not, by any key. 
By a feather's weight, 

It shall opened be, 
Not an hour too late. 

From the ear, a grain, 
Answers to the flail — 

Seed — to bear, again, 
Fruit, when harrests faiL 

So, to trifles turn, 
If ye would be wise— 
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And, from nothing, learn 
Whence, arose the skies. 

Nothing — means too much, 
For a thing, so small. 

It escapes our touch, 
Yet, o'ershadows all. 

Ever— ever, seize, 

Not the Sea — a drop — 
Conquer, but with ease, / 

There, let courage stop. 

Blessed, to be blind, 
If, we hail a curse — 

Poor — than late to find 
Poison, in our purse. 

Dare, to look away. 
From the force without, 

To the life we slay. 
Or, resolve to scout. 
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Overmuch we dread, 

We shall play the child, 
Guided by a thread, 

Thro' a tangled wild. 

Ovennuch we cling 

To the hulk— and cast 
Oyerboard, the thing, 

Rides the waters, last. 

Overmuch we fear. 

We shall cut our pride, 
If we stoop too near 

Dust — where we abide. 

If our eyes were good, 

We should read the plan, 
Better understood. 

Less or more — than man. 

Ah ! I clearly see 
All I stxove to hide — 
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Woe is me — is me! 
I haye lost my pride. 



XXIV. 

Ah I me — ^the smile, 
Hateful, as guile, 
Patron's for client. 
Bland, as prescient — 
Ah! me—the scorn, 
Poor, to be bom, 
As, to inherit, 
Overmuch merit — 
Ah! me — ^the sin, 
Latent, within; 
Beauty evokes it, 
Scarce, ever, chokes it— 
Ah ! me — ^how few. 
Deem beauty, true. 
Stanch — without gold — 



CHIMES. 321 



So, some are bold, 
Treating it, lightly; 

So, some are cold. 
Doubting it, sligbtly. 

Who will esteem it? 

Worth — ^in the lowly, 

Charms us so slowly — 

So — if it sink. 

Few of us think. 
Think it were just, to redeem itt 

Who can prevent it?— 
Insolence, oflfer'd. 

Charity, proffer'd, 
Each, with an air. 
Even despair. 
Rallies the nerve, to resent it. 

Who e'er applaud it? — 

Curious Sorrow, 
14* 
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Ere the next morrow, 
Fining its palms, 
Full of fat alms— 
Lest, the next Mom, may defraud it. 

Who would believe it? — 

Much, as it charms us, 

Beauty alarms us, — 

Such is its fate. 

Charity, late, 
Swears, by its fall, to relieye it. 

Who would believe it? — 

As, beauty charms us. 

Jealousy arms us. 

Whispers — *A knife' — 

So, if our life, 
Cannot bo Borne— we relieve it. 

Who will confess it? — 
We are most greedy, 
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When, the least needy — 
So, with much gold, 
Famish, 'when old. 
Lest, we do wrong, to distress it. 

Who will deny it?-^ . 

Alms, tho' instilling, 

We, are unwilling, 

But, to return 

Bread, the rich earn — 
Leaving the famished— to buy it. 

Who will undo it? — 

Our ever-sighing. 

Justice denying. 

Girding the Strong, 

Thus, to do wrong: 
Sure, the next World, would not rue it. 

Who will begin it? — 

Call the roll, loudly I— 



3.24 CHIMBS. 

Who, answers, proudly, 
Lo ! — I am here ? — 
Man, without fear. 
Yours, not the day, till you win it. 



Ah I me, the frown, 
Cleayes a hope down — 
Who has not fled it?— 
Ere, lips haye said it, 
Who hi» not heard 
Some cruel word. 
Has the heart broken, 
Ei^ it be spoken ?— 

O, could we feel, we are dustl- 
So, we should greet 
Him, we first meet, 

Kiss me, O brother — you must. 



O, the hard World I— 
Yet it is true, 
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Yet, it is good, 

Right it will do, 
Late, understood. 

O, the base World!— 
Yet, for its crime. 

In the event, 
No such sublime, 

Frank penitent. 

O, the wrong World I— 
Yet, it is just, — 

If it do wrong. 
Sheathes every thrust, 

Last, in the strong. 

O, the wise World !— 
Doubt, man, it must. 

Till it is sure — 
When, it will trust 

Us— to be poor. 
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O, the rich World 1— 
Never a friend, 

Sworn to our greed — 
Alms 'twill extend 

Late— to our need. 



0, the proud World 1 — 

Yet, it is meek, 
Bears on its crest, 

* Strength — for the weak. 
Love— for the best.' 



O, the gay World I — 

Yet, in its bloom. 
It were thrice glad, 
' But for the room 
Left, for the sad. 

O, charmiDg World, 
Feasting, within, 
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Night ^ter night — 
Welcome one in, 
Just — to do right. 

O charming Worid, 

'Tis a sweet Maid- 
Fatherless, too, 

Motherless — made, 
Loye was so true. 

O charming World, 

Shut not the door. 
Her love is true — 

Tho' she be poor. 
You'll love her, too. 

O charming World, 

Grasp of thy hand. 
Proves thee sincere — 

Hers— to command, 
Wiping a tear. 
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O chatming World, 
Eiss her pale cheek, 

Eiss her soft eye — 
Loying words speak. 

Or, she must die. 

O charmmg World, 
She is thy guest — 

Press her to eat, 
Head on thy breast. 

She is so sweet 



TO FEEEDOM. 



TO FEEEDOM. 



■♦♦♦■ 



Whilom, in trance, O Freedom, I beheld thee 
Transcend thyself, in splendor of apparel; 
Thy look, had that a lover's heart will cherish 
Last, when the form he loves shall fade and perish; 
From past the Euxine, thou hadst come with fleetness, 
Thy lips, profuse of promise, dropping sweetness — 
Thou, weak and fair together— doubly charming. 
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H. 



But, "wlien I asked thee— whither?— thou wert silent. — 
I saw and loyed thee with a franker passion 
T^an the impassioned love that mortals tender, 
And from their mates receive like loye they render: 
If Qrst a passion— to a frenzy mounting, 
And I, with nostrils spread, the moments counting. 
Ere, in thine arms— my yaunt, the North Wind— scornful. 



m. 



Well, I remember when and where I saw thee, . 
A second time— a maid, but now transfigured, 
Thy garments were of crimson— torn and flowing, 
Uncl«^sped thy zone and either breast a-glowing 
With purpling proofs of many a frightfal wounding, 
And from thy lips, a bugle note was sounding, 

And thy soft hair floated in wild disorder. 
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IV, 



Thy brows were amply bound with each a garland, 
A queen had envied at her coronation — 
A thunderbolt firom thy right hand was bursting, 
Thy look, was as a lamb, for vengeance thirsting, 
Thine eye, was like a meteor, for its brightness. 
Thy step, was like a fawn's, for very lightness, 
Thou, like a lion, for thy bold demeanor. 



v. 



Hellas is torn, and bleeding from invasions, 
By friends in peace and foemen in disasters; 
Athena blossoms sweet, yet melancholy, 
Amidst rare memories— not forgetful, wholly. 
Of ^fe, she bore to the expectant Ages, 
Divine, in dea,d^effete, in living sages — 
Astride a star, to scoff at bald Olympus. 



334 TO FBESDOM* 



VI. 



Was the Gotli free? — or did he clank his fetters, 
O^er all the length of his marauding valor? — 
If once, the fowls of heaven gave Roma warning, 
She woke, too late, from wassail sleep one morning, 
When maid and matron in the balance— trembling, 
Cast gems and gold: the Northmen, late, dissembling 
A greed--done gorging gold, gulped, last, the Roman. 



vn. 



With bloody beak and talons clenching booty, 
Snatched, part by craft, and part by bold adventure,- 
Can this be Freedom, with one touch of kindness?- 
Kay, License, smitten, by her gods, with blindness. 
Devoting to the grave of her own seeking, 
Rome, with the blood of all the World a-reeking— 
Bribing Jove with spoils, hotly pursued by Thor. 
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vin* 



Yety hands that smite are sometimes overflowing 
With seeds of glory, for descendant ages — 
So, crimes or blows, a nation^s li& may sever, 
Yet, her fled soul escapes— to be, forever — 
Her faults, as virtues— in the race abounding. 
As life in her is flnished— she is founding 
A manhood, for the victor who ignores her. 



So, in a sieve the Northman cast the Soman, 
And the event provoked his reformation — 
Grew, why he grew, he knew not — grew more human, 
Brave, as a man — soft, to esteem a woman: 
And, to the East and West, his empire spreading. 
He broke his spear and solemnized his wedding 
With her, who late seduced him— now a phantom. 



336 TO FBBKDOM. 



Enthrone an Alfred in the Northern Seas, 
And make his name immortal— Liberty I 
Mother of Empires — sit and wear his crown, 
Who cast the oomiterfeit of fortmie down: 
Thy freedom is in hearts and sinews ever, 
That dare the monarch from the monarch seyer, 
A Monarch grasps a nation— or no sceptre! 



Once, thou wert tempted, Freedom, to surrender 
Man to the crafb of mirth and melancholy — 
An interim of man — a man preparing, 
A thousand years of blossom, ere fruit-bearing, 
Ere the Monk signalled, 'Courage!' to the Ages, 
Whose laughter, by its charm, all hearts engages — 
Whose eye is pointing all the road to glory. 



J 
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Now, la the stake the World— and either sphere 
Confesses thee, tho' Place denounce it, treason — 
Regnant, thon art, yet, on thy charger, mounted. 
And like a chief whoso clan are tried and counted, 
Thy lance in rest, thy yisor down, thy thunder 
Oieaying the arches of the skies asunder, 
Adrance !— strike home, and be, Liberty! 



n. 



I. 



Now, Freedom, gird thee well— and standi 
Thon art the second in command — 
The First, is ever just at hand: 
On with the fight. 

Until the Right, 

Baptized in blood, have Sea and Land! 
15 



338 TO FBEEDOH. 



n. 



No longer, conrted as a maid, 
Shy—lest her passion be betray'd. 
Unfurl thy flag — ^and draw thy blad< 

The Sun shall stand, 

At thy command, 
Till foes be friends, or fly, dismay'd. 



in. 



By groye or stream— in fretted fane, 
If thou art there — ^why yet remain ?- 
The Ages, longing, wait thy reign, 
The nations cry 
* Come I — or we die — ' 
Respond — as tempests, to the Main I 
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nr. 



Away, thy cap— thy birthright, free! 
Tear off the robe confining thee — 
No broken sceptre, thine shall be: 

Put on the god, 

And lift thy rod — 
Break all, but stich as bow the kneel 



v; 



What hast thou done?— Hal nothing yet— 
Thy maiden valor, straight forget, 
The Ages, .burning long,— are met. 

Thou— to the field. 

With blade anneal'd 
Of Him— from whom thy Warrant get ! 



340 TO FBEEDOM. 



VI. 



Bright as a star her searching eye 
Inquires for him, who kneels to die, 
She, in his agony, draws nigh, 
Touches his soul, 
And he, made whole, 
Dies, in the peace of Liberty. 



vn. 



Anon, she flies, and from her wings. 
Some charm or spell or madness flings, 
Or, to the braye deliverance brings, 

Strikes home the blow, 

That lays him low. 
Who shames the right divine of kings. 
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Tm. 



Unbone the knave I— choke down the lie 
He Btriyes to belch, yet, ere he die, 
And as his reeling columns fly, 

Salute the skies. 

With reyerent eyes, 
And giye to God the victory 1 



Thou art so braye-— and yet so kind. 
An Angel lingers close behind 
The last Ayenger of mankind, 
^ l^Clngles the cup 

The slaye drinks up— . 
And giyes him eyes, who once was blind. 



342 TO FREEDOM. 



They seel— they see!— and hail the light, 

As if the day embraced the Eight, 

And Wrong went howling thro' the night. 

To snatch her prey, 

Before the day, 
Slays the lean coward with aJSright. 



Not half thine awful work is done, 
O Freedom, it is just begun. 
And shall not cease, until the Sun 

Salutes the free 

In all to be- 
When thy last battle shall be won. 
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in. 



Late, the Day breaks, albeit briskly breaking, 
Breaks, in the West, the Orient forsaking. — 
Light dazzles o'er the plains aslant the mountains; 
Ghouls, leering — fly, with pelted rear, dispersing, 
The Kaked Man escapes his groves and fountains, 
The Future Man is silent, stares in wonder. 
He clasps his thighs for strength — and finds them thun- 
der- 
Mom I Mom I with hair a-flame, new realms tra- 
versing 1 — 
Rapt Ocean bin^s an oath and storm together. 

The tempest smites them forth— a planet rifting I 
The Fraud of time, flies, lighter than a feather, 
Drifts down the sijr — and shall be drifting, drift- 
ing! 



844 TO FBEEDOM. 

Nature would laugh, were laughter half becoming — 
She smiles !— The Ages come, all yet, are coming, 

They catch the inspiration of thy spirit. 
The last demand of courage, swear to measure. 
Them, thou dost lead, O Freedom, at thy pleasure — 

And much or little, theirs— theirs, aU, they merit I 



BAOOHCrS. 



16* 



BACCHUS. 



-♦•♦- 



I. 



Escaped Semcle's womb, 
In flames — to prosper doom — 
Hiding within Jove's thigh, 
Him— let ns sing, or sigh, 
Lol as a god, vine-crowned — and thronM nigh! 



848 BACCHUS. 



U. 



He smiles as mortals do: 

nnsphered— he doth not seem, 

To-day, the goti, we deem 

He must be, when — ^afar, 

So like a vaultmg star — 
Yet, is the god, as true: 
To seem, as less, to mortal weakness, due. 
Ah ! gods must yell their frowns and hide their glory 1 

It is enough, to see 

So much— we would not flee: 

The god, complete, 

Had fixed us to our feet. 
There, left us, stone— the terror of all story t 



in. 



He sits beside 

No pleasure-reeking bride: 



BACCHUS. 349 

He sits alone, 

A Tine, with bursting clusters, for a throne. 

Ah! doubly fit, 

A god should singly sit — 
As e^en the tyrant of a realm, so small, 

A mountain's shadow had overwhelmed it all, 

Boasts — he is singly, king, 

And many, presents — bring — 

His power, at best, 

A dust-preserved jest — 
And, at his feet— to sue, in terror, fall. 



ir. 



Behold thy royal son, 

O Jove— and justly, nod 
Approval of the god. 

Before the song of Bacchus be begun I- 
Not Juno's gibe or frown 



350 BACCHUS. 

Dismay, thee— looking down, 

To eye thy loins, ennobled by a crown. 

Semele's love was sweet, 

Claspt, gently, in thine anns, 
Thou didst rebuke her charms — 

Thy love— to her, a god, remaining— meet 1 

V. 

Ah! Jove, do not forget 

How, in thy son, are met 

The good — ^we shrink, to do, 

The evil— done, we rue: 
As, in thine awful breast, 

A feud doth aye proceed — 
And, thou, a god— no rest 

For thee— thy direst need I — 

On ^11 is good — thy smile, 

Thy back— on all is vile— * 
This proves thy godship, better, Jove, than arms — 
Oft, proven less than Jove, by dint of female charms ! 
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VI. 



Is a god less a god, 

Descends his throne, 
Flings dcJwn his rod, 

To proye— the god, alone, 
Remains — the god outgrown 
The terror — ^made the god to mortals known? 

Not careful, with his eye. 

To lord the yielding sky — 

He stands beside the man, 

And if he laugh— "I can"— 
His heartier mirth returns: 
Man— how below the god— by laughter, learns I 



vn. 



Brawls of Olympus — cease I 
Intrigues of gods— no more I 



352 BACCHUS. 

Let Pleasure, now, the unmade World restore — 
And mirtli of men the wealth of gods increase. 

Gods— to your cups I— to drain 

What nectar may remain 
From the debauch were much too grave for men — 
Who revel once with gods, may never, once agen t 



vm. 



" Ye nymphs, with floating hair, , 

With bosoms, white and bare. 
Rend— rend the sky 

With songs ye sing and soDgs no others dare I ^ 
Tis Bacchus calls— O nymphs, at once, reply. 



DC. 



What do Bacchantes, now, 
But jest and leer and bpw- 



BACCHUS. 853 

As one, anon, tbey fall, 

In low prostration, all — 
Such courage, to be meek, 
If gods be jealous most, what time most weak I 



X. 



Valor — so fit, for boast, 
Hath him well overthrown, 
Supremely raised — alone — 

m 

Regretting, now, he is not less — the most.. 
Let Pleasure pass him by, 
His heart looks forth — to sigh, 
"Oh, let me fall, the captive of her eye— 
Or, give my laurels up— for her, a man— to die!" 



"By the cymbal, let us measure 
To our hearts such frantic pleasure, 



I 
354 BACCHUS. 

We shall sigh, no more— forever I " 
Sang the nymphs — and wantoned much: 

"Love is life — ^and life is never 
Felt, by other names— as snch I " 



n. 



"Bacchus planted first the vine, 
On it — ^sun and dew descended, 
From it purple fruit depended. 
Ripe— he pi%st it into wine, 
Drank of it— and smiled, divine! 
We have found him. 
Blush around him. 
Bind the rosy god, anew, 

With the vine — and pledge him, too, 
Jove, half hid, is half in view — 
Here— the thing we dare, would do." 



BACCHirs. 355 



in. 



«Let the sapient Greek exclaim, 
FoUyl foUy! folly I foUy!- 
Life has not a wiser aim, 
Life, without it— were the same 
As is death by cunning name — 

Folly I folly! folly I folly! 
Men and gods exalt their shame, 
Down the Ages huxl it— fame!'' 



rv. 



"Jove— no mor6l 
If a pleasure he implore — 
Joye must fall ! 
If, below him gods be— all— 



356 BACCHUS. 

Gods are great — ^however small! 
Wine! more wine! 

Pour libations to the god- 
Wine! more wine! 

Drink! for Bacchus giyes the nod! 

Drink! for Bacchus giyes the nod!'' 



V. 



*<Men are bom, 
So forlorn, 

They look up and weep their scorn: 
Yet, would boast 
Did the gods affect it, most! — 

Men and gods— tho' far asunder, 
Sit, supreme. 
Sit, supreme. 

Or, both wit and wine do blunder!" 



BA.GCHUS. 



357 



TT. 



"Let the Fountain 
Eiss the motintain, 
Shame-faced in the yalley hid( 
Let the Morning, 

Lips athirst, 
Half— for scorning, 
Half— for fear, his heart will burst, 
Bend, to kiss his jewelled bride- 
Joy— if joy, to kiss her, first ! 
We care not. 

We care not — 
We will sit by Venus' side. 

Pledge her, in much wine — ^forever; 

Then, Love charms us— then, or never! 

Love and Life — ^not death may sever, 

Even Fate 

Swears--* I can ! ' — ^hal ha!— too late." 



368 BA.OCHUS. 

vn. 

"Virtue, with no lip of censure, 
Hither venture- 
Wine prevailing, 
Thy reproof were unavailing: 
E^en the god, 

If he nod 
Thrice again and three times more. 
We shall not the god deplore — 

Pleasure— pleasure, 

Have no measure, 
Sit our lips, till done with thirsting I 
Till our famished hearts— to bursting 1" 



Tin. 



"Ah I Bacchus— Bacchus, thou 
Hast blushing on thy brow, 
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*Who live their lives— liye, tww.'- 
To it, assent— we bow, 

And here begin 
Ere life shall end — 

Our life to win, 

By double sin- 
Since gods, by sins— ascend I " 



IX. 

How shall a god look up, 

After he drains the cup? — 
Yet, Bacchus may. 
Who drinks his shame and not the god away I 

Let others dare 
The feat essay — 

Their blush, too hot, to bear — 
Since, gods, like men, are weak and fear a snare! 
Oft Juno whispers, Jove —"The maids — ^beware!" 
Wine, half a fault with Jove: his crime — the fairl 



360 BACCHUS. 



X. 



Who loves the god, 

Would flay him, with a rod?— 

Jove could not, if he would, 

His arm, by Fate withstood — 

Sa, Jove, perforce, is good. 

The evil he would do— not understood! 

And, if the song 

We yet prolong 
It shall be thine, 
Great Sire of gods— whose nectar turns to wine! 



Not Mountains rise 
So near the Skies, 
Their bases they despise- 
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Only Olympus dare 

His brow against them bare, 

And Jove, to laugli unheard, betakes him there. 

Who cannot climb— may sit 

The god below 

So far, they know 
His Uniadeis miss their wit! 



xn. 



Hoi Bacchus— praise the song! 
Praise from a god's own lips were praise, indeed: 
Song — of no smile, in need, 

Were, to the Morning Star provoked along — 

Lo ! woman's charms, 
Lo 1 eyes had been for stars— if stars were none ! 

Fling, wide, thine arms I 

Embrace the charmer — ^now, the song is done. 
16 



862 BACCHUS. 

Bacchus has nodded thrice and three times morel 
Not mortals shall, but gods may gods defend — 
Ah! Jove descend, 

And, canst thou make a god— one, not — ^restore! 



END OF TOL. I. 
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